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Summary


Older!Hiro/GoGo. Hiro and GoGo have a totally, completely serious debate about the merits of bubblegum types while at the movies.


Notes


First off, let's get things out of the way. One of the things I really enjoy about Big Hero 6 is that Hiro didn't get a love interest, not even a hint at it. While it certainly wouldn't have detracted from the movie if he'd gotten one, I find it refreshing that the creators didn't feel the need to put in a romantic subplot when it wasn't necessary for the overall plot and focused on Hiro's relationships with Tadashi and Baymax.


That said...I also adore how Hiro and GoGo's relationship was portrayed. I like the idea of her being a cool big sister type to him, which fits them and makes sense with their ages. But I'll admit I also like the idea of him having a (one-sided) crush on her, because it's kind of cute. So here, have an AU where he's 17, she's still 18 (her age isn't explicitly stated in the movie but I'll assume it's 18 for this), and them having a not-platonic relationship is plausible.


Also, references to a "first time" are to kissing. Please keep your minds out of the gutter, people.


Feedback is appreciated!


If speed wasn't GoGo's trademark, it was bubblegum.


And, like speed, she knew what she was talking about when it came to bubblegum. Especially when it came to which flavors were good, which flavors were bad, which she'd like to have later but not right now, and which was the type perfect for blowing bubbles big enough to be noticeable but small enough to pop with her teeth.


By that logic, she had this argument won before it'd even started, and Hiro knew it. She knew it.


It didn't stop him from trying, anyway.


GoGo still wasn't sure how this argument had even started. They'd been waiting for what was really only ten minutes but had felt like ten hours in the line to see the action flick they'd seen with the rest of the team before twice, once when it'd just come out and again when Fred had insisted on a 3D showing. It might have had something to do with how she'd decided to stick her gum on the tray when he bought the popcorn, and he'd realized it was the same one she'd been chewing for two weeks.


"Strawberry gets old after a while," he reasoned as he pulled on the ice dispenser.


"So does watermelon," GoGo deadpanned. She was starting to eye her wad of gum again.


"Watermelon's different!" Hiro defended. "It has different properties, the flavoring has more artificial sweetener—"


"And it gets stale twice as fast, so it's not as good for bubbles like strawberry." To emphasize her point, she popped the gum back into her mouth and blew a bubble. Just as quickly, she bit into it and resumed chewing.


Hiro shut off the dispenser, letting the ice rattle around in the soda cup as he capped it. "That's where you're wrong, actually. Cinnamon's better for blowing bubbles."


GoGo scoffed. "Cinnamon? Trust me, all that does is make your lip sting."


"Only if you've got a weak lip," Hiro replied, as matter-of-factly as stating the weather. He stuck the straw in through the cap, pointedly bending it.


At that, GoGo had to narrow her eyes. "You calling my lip weak, Hamada?"


"Maybe." Hiro smirked at her, or at least as much as one could smirk while sipping soda through a straw.


"Well." GoGo popped another bubble, this time a little more loudly and a little more obnoxiously. A few people queued in the lobby shot glares at her, but she ignored them. "Alright. I guess you definitely said that after you got my gum in your mouth the first time."


There was a loud coughing noise as Hiro spit out the soda. "That was—that was only the first time!" he choked out, face reddening. "You—"


"—did that on purpose? Maybe." GoGo smirked.


Hiro would have glared at her, but it was hard to be angry for long with a look like that on her face. Instead, he found himself trying to stifle a laugh.


"Sure. And I guess Baymax didn't have anything to say about it, either," he commented wryly. The mention of Baymax, related to that event, alone was enough to wipe the smirk off of her face.


"...That was only the first time." Ever since then, GoGo had made a point of not thinking about anything related to "highly elevated body temperatures" and "the prelude to what is known as the process of human reproduction". She had also made a point of closing doors when she walked into rooms.


"And hey," Hiro added, grinning sheepishly, "...maybe not the last?"


GoGo paused for a moment, as if seriously considering it, before grinning back. "Sure. The movie's starting in two minutes, though. Race you there."


Hiro stared. That, he hadn't asked for. "Whoa, wait—"


He'd only just spoken the words when she planted a kiss on his cheek before bolting. In a blur, she was down the carpeted hall and disappearing around the corner.


It took almost a second for him to register what had just happened. It took another for him to register the wad of strawberry gum currently stuck to his cheek.


"Okay, now you're just being unfair!" Hiro shouted down the hall. "Seriously! I have a tray!"


He ran after her, anyway.
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Summary


Hiro and Gogo find themselves having a casual sexual encounter one evening. But not everything goes as planned for poor Hiro. Gentle femdom. Rated M for sexy content.


Notes


My first foray into particularly explicit smut fiction. I've struggled to maintain a certain level of brevity while also employing the amount of detail I'm comfortable with in my writing. Reviews are always appreciated as long as they're constructive!


In Which Baymax Gets Hiro Laid
Small Hiro Sex


Chapter 1: In Which Baymax Inadvertently Gets Hiro Laid


Hiro Hamada was in heaven. Currently engaged in spirited, rapid-paced conversation, he'd have to consider Fred's latest idea, movie night, to be a pleasant success. Fred had recently suggested that the group dedicate one night a week to hanging out and watching a movie since most of them spent the majority of their free time at the lab and did little else outside of school work. This first occasion was taking place at Hiro's house since, unfortunately, Fred's in-mansion theatre was in the process of being renovated to accommodate a screen twice as large as the previous one. Next week they'd be enjoying a movie on a two-thousand inch screen. Hiro, Fred, Honey Lemon, Wasabi, and Gogo had just finished their first film and had spent the past half hour or so excitedly discussing it before eventually seguing into more casual conversation and finally dispersing. Hiro bid his friends farewell as they, one by one, decided they ought to be heading home to get some sleep. Eventually, only Gogo remained, having no reason to take off early.


Baymax, who had made himself fairly scarce for the evening, suddenly popped up beside Hiro to state matter-of-factly, "It appears your heart rate has risen by 5% in the last minute; are you experiencing any str—," Baymax was interrupted by Hiro exasperatedly telling him everything was fine. One may've thought Hiro would be used to Baymax's inappropriate sharing of personal information by now, but it was particularly difficult to adapt to when one was in the throes of puberty such as Hiro. Gogo, fairly used to Baymax's overprotective nature, didn't think much of it and shrugged it off. "So," she asked, "what've you been into lately?" Baymax once again perks up, his programming having been activated by a simple vocal inquiry which could be easily answered by a cursory glance at his recent memory banks. Baymax chimes in as Hiro is trying to shove him into his charging station to shut down, "Hiro and I have been extensively researching sexual development in adolescent males to—"


"BAYMAX!" Hiro exclaimed, cutting Baymax off again, unable to believe what Baymax had just divulged. At that moment, Hiro would've given anything to wake up from this nightmare, but the unfortunate circumstances that'd befallen him were all too real. He quickly shuts down Baymax and makes sure he is in standby mode, unable to activate at all unless manually. No more outbursts like that tonight. No thanks.


Gogo had managed to keep her composure throughout the ordeal, telling herself that she could laugh at Hiro's misfortune later. Hiro wracks his brain trying to think of a way to change the subject before he turns back around to face Gogo, but he finds himself drawing a blank. The embarrassment was incredible, and it didn't help that he had always found Gogo somewhat intimidating to be alone with. She could be so intense and… sexy. As Baymax had made painfully obvious, Hiro was stumbling through puberty with a relatively laughable amount of grace. And being very physically attracted to a close friend of his wasn't making it any easier. Sheepishly, Hiro turned to face Gogo, still trying to think of something to change the subject. Unfortunately, his mind went completely blank again as soon as he saw Gogo's expression. She'd donned quite the smirk and cocked eyebrow while he'd been brainstorming. "Oh no," Hiro thought to himself as he saw her expression; that was an expression of impending taunting and ridicule. Nothing good could come from this.


"So, learning about the facts of life, are we?" Gogo inquired with a small chuckle, unabashedly taking the conversation in the direction she thought would be most entertaining. And she found watching Hiro squirm uncomfortably pretty entertaining. The little guy was pretty cute when he was embarrassed; she'd contemplated it on more than one occasion.


Unable to find a way to avoid the question, Hiro figured he'd best just get it over with and answer her question. "Yeah, I guess," he replied meekly, rubbing his neck and looking downward. Phew, that wasn't so bad. At least it had ended there – couldn't get any worse now that he'd just answered her question, right? "Like what?" Gogo inquired, raising a curious eyebrow. Nothing could've prepared Hiro for that question coming out of the blue like that. His eyes widened slightly, and he froze in place momentarily, trying to figure out if he'd heard her correctly. Hiro couldn't help but be baffled at how incredibly casual Gogo was being about this. After regaining his composure, he nervously stammered, "N-nothing in particular."


"Aw c'mon, Hiro. Sex isn't this big, scary mystery. Everybody has to learn about it one way or another. No shame in that," she replied, walking across the room to place her hand on his shoulder, wanting to convey she was being sincere. Hiro continued to look downward, clearly still uncomfortable due to Baymax's revealing outburst.


Suddenly, something dawned on Gogo. "Baymax said your heart rate had increased; was it because of me?" This may've sounded presumptuous to some, but Gogo was no stranger to people being attracted to her. She'd have to be an idiot to not notice how many people, though generally not her close friends, were clearly enamored with her bodacious bod. And, at this moment, she was getting the distinct impression that Hiro's embarrassment was being magnified due to his being uncomfortable being alone with her.


Hiro's face transitioned to a healthy red color as his embarrassment grew; he'd been found out. Unsure of what to do, he didn't answer. Instead, he continued his gazing downward, slightly opening his mouth as if to say something, but no words came. Gogo looked down at Hiro knowingly. She glanced askance toward the door to Hiro's bedroom. She moved to the door and locked it before turning to face Hiro again. She walked back toward him, "Seriously, Hiro, it's not weird. A ton of people think I'm sexy," she mused, placing her hands on her hips and looking at Hiro's resolutely uncomfortable stance. Seeing that he still hasn't feeling any better, she decided to try a different approach. She closed the distance between them, standing only a few inches in front of him, she looked down at the top of his head, which continued to look downward as Hiro tried to find the appropriate way to diffuse the situation.


Gogo knocked lightly on Hiro's skull a few times. "Knock knock, anybody home?" Gogo asked sarcastically, hoping to provoke a response from Hiro. Hiro finally found his ability to look up. "Sorry," he said in a hushed voice, "It's ju-," Gogo knocked on his head again. "Don't be sorry," she encouraged, "I said it's fine. Nothing to be ashamed of. And honestly, who could blame you? I mean, look at all this!" she proclaimed as she gesticulated at her curves and accentuated features. Hiro's eyes darted back to the ground, or rather, they tried to. Unfortunately for Hiro, Gogo'd taken Hiro's chin gently in her hand and kept him from averting his gaze. Hiro wasn't expecting that; his eyes were now forced to focus on the incredibly attractive woman now standing in front of him. Though Gogo wasn't that much taller than Hiro, he'd have sworn she towered over him at this moment. His darted about her figure as his cheeks reddened still. She was so close he could smell a faint scent coming from her; it was a pleasant aroma. He didn't have a familiar word to associate it with, but the term he decided on was, "womanly".


"Wanna do it?" Gogo asked, breaking Hiro's concentration on her body. "W-wha-," Hiro stammered, flabbergasted at what he'd heard. "It'd be fun. I wouldn't mind at all. And, honestly, you're pretty cute yourself," she added, touching the tip of his nose to punctuate her statement. Hiro's first instinct was to look down at the ground again, but, instead, he looked up at her, wanting to gauge her sincerity. "It'll just be fun and casual, y'know, fuckbuddies!" she elaborated, not wanting Hiro to get the wrong idea. Hiro took a moment to think. Gogo, wanting to elicit a response sooner than Hiro was willing to give one, began slowly walking forward, forcing Hiro to walk backward to avoid them colliding. She was slowly pushing him toward the bed. "Here, just have a seat and I'll give you a little peek, to see if it'll help you make up your mind," she cooed, looking down at Hiro as he sat upon edge of the bed.


She took a few steps back and reached to remove her shirt. Off it came in one swift motion, revealing her lacey, purple bra beneath. She then turned around, bending over slightly to reach for her the waistband of her sweat pants. Down they came in one swift motion, pooling at her ankles before she stepped out of them. Gogo now stood in her lacey, purple bra and panties facing away from Hiro. She placed her hands on her hips, rocking them back and forth a time or two before turning on her heel to face Hiro again, revealing her front to him again.


Hiro was dumbfounded; she was as sexy as he'd imagined, but to imagine that she was here, offering to teach him about sex was cause for pause. Unfortunately, Hiro's higher brain functions were on hibernate for the time being since his mind was focused on the woman stripping in front of him. His cheeks continued to glow bright red. He was embarrassed, but he wasn't going to look down anymore. He could feel his heart rate increase, his body becoming excited.


Gogo wiggled her hips and stepped toward Hiro, placing her hands on his knees where he sat. This gave Hiro a clear view of her cleavage only a few inches from his face. "Sooo?" Gogo asked hopefully. Hiro hesitated, but spoke, "Y-you are really sexy." "Thanks," Gogo responded, sitting on his lap. Her considerable rump placed itself squarely on Hiro's lap, eliciting a gasp from Hiro as it pressed against him. "You're pretty cute, yourself," Gogo added. "I-I still dunno. It's just…," Hiro trailed off. Something was clearly bothering him, but Gogo had nothing to go off of in terms of figuring out what. "Don't feel pressured, Hiro. If you're not comfortable with it, that's totally fine. But I figure you might enjoy it more than you think, so take as much time as you need to decide," Gogo comforted, slowly lifting herself off of Hiro's lap. Hiro immediately missed her warmth and the feeling of her bottom pressing against him. "But, for your consideration: " Gogo stated as she stood to face away from Hiro. She bent over slightly, reached for her panty line and began tugging them down slowly. As they descended her hips, her nethers were revealed to Hiro, sitting only a few inches away. He fought to not simply bury his face in as he was well within range to do so. Her panties reached her knees and Hiro could see everything. Her cheeks were slightly spread due to her slightly bent-over stature, giving Hiro a clear view of both her back and front doors. Gogo didn't want to pressure Hiro, but she also wanted Hiro to be honest about what was troubling him. She felt her method of persuasion would likely get Hiro to come clean of his own accord.


Hiro's eyes widened at the sight of Gogo's naked beauty. The ass being presented to him was truly a marvelous one in his eyes. Once again, Hiro noticed a scent coming from her; this time from her nethers. This one was raunchier and more… erotic than before. Gogo looked over her shoulder to see Hiro's reaction. She was pleased to see him unabashedly gawking at her butt. She wiggled it a bit before turning on her heel again to face Hiro, revealing her neatly trimmed bush on her front end. Hiro was about eye-level with her pelvis and she stood but a few inches in front of him. The scent was beginning to overpower him; it was strong, and inviting. Hiro looked up at Gogo with yearning eyes, yet he still maintained a sliver of reservation. Gogo reached behind her and unclasped her bra singlehandedly, allowing it to drop to the floor, leaving her now completely naked in front of her horny, pubescent little friend. "I promise, Hiro, there's nothing to be ashamed of about our bodies," she sympathetically proclaimed while kneeling down in front of Hiro. "R-right," Hiro responds halfheartedly. "Don't sound so unsure of yourself!" she exclaimed, knocking on his skull again.


Gogo placed her hands on Hiro's shorts, tugging at them ever so slightly. "So, whaddaya say?" she asked, glancing down at the boy's crotch, then up to his eyes. Hiro's eyes met hers, nodding his head. "Alright," he replies with a modicum of confidence. Gogo's hands grip his shorts slightly tighter as she gets the answer she was looking for. "Glad to hear it. Would you be okay with being naked as well?" Hiro's reservations resurfaced momentarily, but he nodded his head again. Gogo began tugging on Hiro's short enough to make them begin their descent down his hips, slowly revealing his briefs underneath. Gogo blushed slightly as she saw the cute underwear Hiro was sporting underneath his clothes. Whitey tighties. She couldn't say she was surprised; her smirk returned. Hiro decided he may as well ditch his shirt as well, and pulled it over his head and tossed it aside. Gogo admired Hiro's petite and nubile figure.


Once Gogo had successfully pulled Hiro's shorts to his ankles and discarded them, she reached for the waistband of his briefs. She heard Hiro's gasp very slightly as she did. She looked up to him to make sure he was okay before proceeding; he nodded in response.


She tugged on his briefs to remove them in one fluid motion; no point in putting it off anymore. Unfortunately, she wasn't prepared for what she saw. "Oh," she thought to herself as her eyes registered what she'd revealed. Her eyes widened slightly with surprise, but she worked hard to maintain her composure. Now it was all clear why Hiro was so reserved and nervous. There were two distinct causes for Gogo's surprise.


Firstly, Gogo was expecting Hiro's girth to be modest, given his age, but she did not expect that he would have the smallest penis of any she'd ever seen tucked away in those briefs of his. Secondly, despite Hiro's enthusiasm and excitement, he appeared completely flaccid. Gogo wagered it couldn't have been more than an inch and a half long. Gogo choked bag a small giggle, "Damnit, I just told him there's nothing to be ashamed of. Don't laugh. It's the worst possible thing you can do right now. Hiro needs reassurance," Gogo mentally kicked herself for almost letting a giggle scape. Returning to the task at hand, she tossed Hiro's underwear off to the side. She silently decided to instigate a handjob, er, fingerjob? "Maybe direct stimulation will get Hiro's little guy up and going," she reasoned. She brought her right hand to touch the tip of his foreskin, which appeared to cover the just about the entire shaft as well as the head, given small area it had to cover. Hiro winced at the sensation, letting out a small gasp as Gogo's fingers made contact with his foreskin. She gently began stroking the foreskin back and forth, revealing the tip of Hiro's member when pulled fully back. Gogo kept looking to see if it would begin swelling and hardening up, but it didn't seem to twitch with any sign of life at all. She could hear Hiro's breathing become shallow. Worried, Gogo looked up to see if he was alright.


Hiro's face was buried in his hands, and he'd begun to tremble slightly. "I-I'm sorry," he apologized between shallow breaths. "I…I can't. I can't. It doesn't…get… hard," he explained, struggling to find the least mortifying way to explain. Gogo nodded understandingly, "Oh that's normal for some guys their first time; it's just because you're too nervous," she comforted, hoping Hiro's wording didn't mean what she thought it meant. "N-no, I mean, ever. I-it never has," the poor boy stammered as he explained his tragic ailment. Gogo heard a quiet sniffle from behind his hands. Unsure of what to do, she continued her gentle fingerjob on his soft member. The quandary gave Gogo pause.


"That's why Baymax said you'd been researching sexual development in adolescent males?" she asked. "Yeah," Hiro responded in defeat, raising his head slowly from his hands. "Nothing works. It's just… hopeless," he mourned the sex life he never got to have. Gogo was certain Hiro was almost ready to call it quits, but she wasn't about to give up on him so easily. And then she had an idea. An awful idea. Gogo got a wonderful, awful idea. A sly grin spread across her cheeks as she looked up at Hiro and halted her halfhearted fingerjob.


"Hiro, when're you gonna finally learn to start using that big brain of yours?" she inquired, poking his forehead. "I already told you," Hiro responded, "B-baymax and I researched it and nothing has helped. I've been using my brain." Gogo rolled her eyes, "You haven't been using it the right way, dum dum. Remember what you told us? You've gotta find another angle. Look at the problem a different way and figure it out from there. Lucky for you, you've got me to handle that for you this time." Gogo stated matter-of-factly. Hiro, perplexed, but curious, looked at her quizzically, still trembling slightly. Gogo stood and fetched her backpack which lay strewn on the floor of Hiro's room. From it, she fetched two things: a bottle of lubricant and a strap-on dildo. "Never leave home without it," Gogo patted herself on the back mentally. Sex products in hand, she returned to sit beside Hiro on the bed, cozying up next to him. Hiro had taken the liberty of hiding his shame with his hands while Gogo had been busy. His hands now rested in his lap, covering him completely.


"Now, now, none of that," Gogo chastised, waving his hands away from his lap, "No shame allowed, got it, Hiro?" Hiro nodded meekly as he placed his hands at his sides. Gogo sat the bottle of lubricant and the strap-on dildo on the bed beside them.


"The issue you're facing is definitely a tough one, Hiro, but there are more options that you're not considering," Gogo lectured. She continued, "To put it simply, if you can't be on top, then you'll be the bottom!" Hiro's cheeks glowed red once again. He wasn't completely sure what she was implying, which was to be expected given his limited sexual experience. "I-I'm not sure I…" Hiro trailed off, looking from Gogo to the strapon, and back to Gogo. "Here," Gogo said, "It's easier to show than to explain."


Gogo stood, giving Hiro, once again, a rather nice view of her bodacious ass. She picked up the strap-on dildo and donned it, giving her the appearance of having about a 6" penis jutting from her crotch. She placed her hands against Hiro's chest, giving him a light push backward onto the bed, landing him on his back. Gogo grabbed the bottle of lubricant and applied a generous amount of lubrication to her rubber rod. The gears had begun turning in Hiro's head by now and he was beginning to put the pieces together. He was nervous, but open to Gogo's suggestion, as she made it sound like it was a perfectly fine alternative to what he'd been trying to achieve. After making sure her dildo had been sufficiently lubricated, Gogo gently took Hiro's legs and spread them apart, lifting them slightly as to reveal to her his hitherto hidden backdoor. Gogo fought to keep herself from drooling as she took notice of Hiro's particularly supple and squeezable butt. "That is one fuckable ass if ever I saw one," she mused to herself as she took another handful of lubricant and proceeded to apply it to Hiro's puckered entrance. Hiro squirmed and tried not to make all sorts of embarrassing noises as she carefully prepped his bottom.


Hiro's breath caught in his throat as he saw Gogo begin to position the head of the fake penis which completely dwarfed his own at the entrance of his now rather slick ass. Gogo looked down at him with concern, wanting to pause to make sure he was okay with going ahead. Hiro released his breath, relaxing himself and nodding to Gogo. Hiro bit his lip as Gogo leaned over him, finally pressing the head of her dildo against Hiro's opening. "Aah," Hiro moaned softly at the novel sensation. He gripped the sheets as the head finished penetrating his entrance and began sliding further into him. Gogo bit her lip as she watched the boy squirm and grip the sheets beneath her as he tried to accommodate the new feeling. She continued sliding her length into him slowly, until she'd buried it up to the hilt, at which point she paused for a moment, allowing Hiro to relax for a moment.


"So, how do you like it?" Gogo asked with a smirk, silently noting a small glisten of precum at the tip of Hiro's still-flaccid member. Hiro could feel the walls of his anus clenching around Gogo's firm girth, pulsing with his heartbeat. "I-it feels so—Aaah!" Hiro was cut off by his moans of pleasure as Gogo began pulling her length out of him. "Oh Hiro, you're a natural at this. I think you were meant to be a great bottom," Gogo giggled as she watched his face contort trying to stop making those sounds. Gogo bit her lip as she placed her hands firmly on Hiro's hips and began rocking back and forth at a steady pace, pushing her entire length in each time. Shortly thereafter, Hiro was forced to abandon his attempts at quieting his pleasured moans; the sensation was simply too overwhelmingly good. "Aah, mmnAaah, aahn, mfffn," he moaned, gripping the sheets harder than before. Gogo slightly increased her pace now that Hiro was clearly enjoying himself with each and every thrust she gave.


Gogo's pace change did not go unnoticed by Hiro. His moans became more desperate and ragged as Gogo continued to work his tight, virgin ass. Hiro was in heaven. He'd never imagined it felt so good being the bottom. Granted, he'd never imagined he'd be a bottom in the first place, as he wasn't aware of the possibility before Gogo introduced him to it. Gogo began to thrust deeper, and harder as her pace quickened once again. Hiro's eyes rolled into the back of his head as Gogo suddenly hit his prostate for the first time. Gogo knew she'd found a sweet spot and continued her assault on it, hitting it time after time, giving Hiro the best fucking she could without going overboard on his first time.


Gogo's plowing continued for some time, hitting Hiro's prostate again and again. She couldn't get enough of Hiro's cute moans and his squirming. His blushing face and his tight ass enticed her to fuck him relentlessly. However, bringing the young boy to orgasm was proving a fair challenge. Luckily, Gogo had no plans on resting until Hiro had a proper orgasm.


Suddenly, Hiro attempted to speak. "G-GogooOOAH," he half-spoke, half-moaned as Gogo didn't let up her pace for a second to let him speak. "Everything okay, Hiro?" she asked as she continued pulling his hips to meet her own. "I-I-I th-thiiii-i-nk I'm c-c—" he was cut off by Gogo placing a finger on his lips, shushing him. Gogo leaned down over Hiro to gain more leverage as she wanted to make a sprint to the finish line in her typical action-girl style. Having leaned down far enough, she placed her mouth next to Hiro's ear.


"Sshh, just woman up, Hiro," she cooed into his ear, hoping her dirty talk would give him the gentle nudge he needed to go over the edge.


Hiro moaned in ecstasy as Gogo hit his prostate one final time, burying her length in him. Hiro saw stars as the overwhelming sensation of the orgasm flooded over his consciousness. While Hiro's ass was the center of his attention, little did he know that his still-flaccid member had begun dribbling a small river of cum from beneath his foreskin. Gogo made sure to keep her dildo buried to the hilt as Hiro rode out his first orgasm.


After the waves of pleasure subsided some minutes later, Hiro was able to finally catch his breath and look up at Gogo, who gingerly removed her length from his ass. He couldn't help but let another moan escape his lips as the head left his entrance, leaving him feeling somewhat empty. Gogo looked down at Hiro, admiring the small river of cum he managed to dribble out during his orgasm.


Gogo caught Hiro's glance and gestured down to his penis with her eyes. Hiro thought he was seeing things, but sure enough, he'd cum. He looked up at Gogo with a thankful expression before lying his head back and resting his eyes for a moment. Gogo took this opportunity to do some cleaning up. Lowering her head down to Hiro's small river of cum, she kissed the tip of his penis, licking up the cum that flooded his foreskin. Hiro's eyes shot wide open as the sensation jarred him. The tip of his penis had never been so sensitive before! Gogo giggled at his reaction as she finished licking up the remains of his virginal orgasm.


Gogo grabbed Hiro's ass triumphantly, proclaiming, "See? Different angles." Hiro smiled up at her and nodded. "Thanks, Gogo. This was great. Really," he said breathily, keeping his sentences short since he was still coming down from his orgasm. In a flash, he bolts upright and hugs her tightly, burying his head in her chest. Gogo returned the hug, resting her chin on his head.


Some minutes later, after having gotten dressed and such, Gogo announced that she should probably be heading home. They'd lost track of time during their little escapade; Gogo had been plowing Hiro for a solid 2 hours before he came to orgasm. They shared another hug before Gogo ruffled Hiro's hair and took off. Gogo put a little bit of extra sway in her hips for Hiro to enjoy watching as she walked away. She couldn't wait for her next opportunity to teach little Hiro about some very raunchy things.


Chapter 1 End


Chapter 2 Preview: Hiro, wanting to be able to bring Gogo to orgasm, asks her for advice on how he could go about doing so. Because of his… shortcomings, Gogo suggests he practice oral. Gogo then teaches Hiro how to eat pussy and ass like a pro by giving him his first rimjob.


In Which Gogo Invites Hiro to Eat Out
Small Hiro Sex


Chapter 2: In Which Gogo Invites Hiro to Eat Out


                Several days had passed since Hiro and Gogo had their, *ahem*, encounter. Life had continued as normally as could be expected since then; only an occasional glance or smile in each other’s direction when the gang had gathered was the only measurable difference in their social circle. Though he successfully played it cool in public, Hiro would’ve been lying if he’d said he weren’t spending a considerable amount of time thinking about the next time they might hook up. Gogo had used the term “fuckbuddy” when propositioning Hiro, so he’d taken it upon himself to look into exactly what that entailed. After some relatively minimal research, he arrived at the conclusion that they would probably hook up again in the near future, the only condition being that they both were in the mood. “Sweet,” Hiro mused as he daydreamed.


Presently, Hiro’s bedroom was littered with books, papers, sticky notes, measuring implements, and soda cans. This familiar state of disarray usually indicated that a term exam was approaching and lengthy study sessions were in progress. As fate would have it, Hiro and Gogo actually shared the class and had decided to pool their resources and study together. How perfect a premise could one ask for?


They’d been studying for the past 6 hours, occasionally breaking for snacks or other leisure activities to rest. Hiro glanced at the clock. Midnight -- the time they’d agreed they would stop studying. Keen to rest his weary brain, Hiro marked his place in his textbook and shut it. Gogo, hearing the thud of the pages clapping together, looks up and over to Hiro and then to the clock on the wall. “Guess it’s quittin’ time,” Gogo said as she let out a yawn. “Finally,” Hiro added, standing from his computer chair and stretching. Gogo, following Hiro’s example, also stood and stretched. As she raised her arms above her head and closed her eyes, Hiro took the opportunity to steal a glance at her ever-curvaceous body. He’d been tempted all evening to sneak peeks at her, but had kept himself diligent in his studies.


“I wonder if I should ask her…” Hiro silently contemplated, breaking his gaze. Gogo, having finished her series of stretches, piled her books up and stored them in her backpack. “Y-y’know,” Hiro started, getting Gogo’s attention, “Baymax told me it’s always a good idea to alleviate stress before a big exam,” Hiro stated, his cheeks turning red. Gogo raised an eyebrow in his direction, giving him a skeptical look. “That sounded so much better in my head. Real subtle, Hamada,” Hiro mentally kicked himself, shutting his eyes momentarily in an attempt to regroup. But, when he reopened his eyes to speak again, he found Gogo standing only inches in front of him, looking down with that knowing look. “Oh? And did Baymax have any suggestions as to how to go about relieving yourself?” she asked, smirking at her choice of words.


Hiro hadn’t been prepared for her sudden closeness; his eyes widened and he took a step back. Gogo followed, not content to let Hiro get away. “W-well,” Hiro began, twiddling his thumbs, “he—“ suddenly his voice caught in his throat in surprise; Gogo had reached around his petite body and firmly grabbed his ass. Realizing Gogo wasn’t one for beating around the bush, Hiro decided it was best to abandon the charade. “W-wait just a sec,” he said, looking up at her, “I wanted to ask something, first.” Gogo’s expression softened and she reluctantly released his butt from her grasp. “Everything okay?” she asked. “Y-yeah, it’s just…,” Hiro paused, averting his eyes, trying to think of the right way to phrase his concern. Gogo rolled her eyes, “Timid little guy in the bedroom, isn’t he?” she mused to herself, somewhat enjoying Hiro’s bashfulness. “Spill it,” Gogo instructed, not wanting Hiro to overthink things. Hiro halts his twiddling thumbs and looks up to Gogo again.


“D-did you cum?” Hiro manages to stammer out. Gogo blinked. Hiro anxiously waited for her to say something, hoping his question wasn’t worded too ineloquently. Gogo reached a hand up and pinched Hiro’s cheek (this time on his face), “Aww, what a considerate young man you are!” she teased in a playful tone. She released his cheek and placed her hands on her hips. Hiro blushed, but continued looking up at her waiting for an answer.


“No, I didn’t, but I did have a great time, really” Gogo replied. “I had to change panties as soon as I got home,” she added with a wink. “But, if you’re worried about satisfying me, there are a few things we could try,” she explained, “the simplest option being oral.” Hiro nodded; he’d briefly read about oral sex in his prior research. “If you can learn to eat pussy and ass well enough, I’m sure you won’t have any trouble getting a girl to orgasm,” Gogo continued encouragingly. Hiro smiled. He’d been worrying for some time that he might not, for lack of a better word, measure up when it came to pleasing a woman in bed. Gogo had once again scattered his worries to the wind with her understanding and proactive advice. “But first, I’ll have to show you how,” Gogo said matter-of-factly. She took Hiro by the hand and led him to the bed where they’d gotten busy just a few days ago.


“First things first, lose the clothes,” Gogo instructed, gesturing at Hiro’s shorts. “Right,” Hiro affirmed, quickly unbuttoning his shorts and pulling them off. Gogo enjoyed the sight of Hiro’s briefs with the barely visible bulge in front. Hiro then gripped the waistband of his briefs and tugged them down, revealing his flaccid penis. Gogo then took Hiro’s hand again and guided him down to his knees, “Here, bend over onto the bed,” she said, guiding Hiro’s body with her hands. Hiro was a bit confused. “B-but I thought you said you were going to show me how to do oral,” he confusedly stammered. “Silly boy, I am! You’ll never be good at eating out until you know how it feels to be eaten out yourself!” she explained, patting Hiro’s bare ass as he bent over the bed.


Hiro bit his lip as he felt Gogo take hold of his butt cheeks. She spread them wide, revealing his puckered hole. The pleasant, boyish aroma aroused Gogo as she took it in. She placed a light kiss on his left cheek. Then one on his right. Another, closer to the center. Another, closer still. Each kiss she placed grew closer to his opening which ached with desire. Hiro’s eyes had shut as he gripped the sheets of his bed; her kisses were so feathery and light. So chaste, but so dirty at the same time! “Why does this feel so intense?” Hiro exasperatedly wondered. He found himself desperately wishing she’d just place one right—.


Gogo placed her lips square on the boy’s soft opening, penetrating it with her tongue immediately after. Hiro gasped and arched his back at the sensation. Gogo began licking and tonguing his ass with gusto, wanting to leave him with a lasting impression of the joys of being rimmed. Hiro’s mind was blank; he couldn’t focus on anything but the amazing sensation coming from his ass as Gogo prodded and massaged it with her tongue. He couldn’t control his moans at all, allowing them to escape freely as they came. Hiro buried his face in his sheets in an attempt to muffle the sound. This display had Gogo drenching her panties. “Couldn’t have asked for a better reaction,” she thought, “he’s so sensitive.” She gave his left cheek a hard slap, eliciting a yelp between his moans of ecstasy. Dangling between Hiro’s legs, his flaccid member had begun leaking drops of precum as Gogo serviced him.


Gogo continued her energetic demonstration for a good half hour, making sure to demonstrate a myriad of techniques for Hiro to enjoy and hopefully learn from. By this time, a small puddle of precum had formed between Hiro’s knees on the floor. Gogo pulled away from Hiro’s rear, giving it a firm pat as she did. Hiro still lay with his face buried in his bed sheets, panting from the ordeal. Gogo moved around to sit on the bed, next to where Hiro lay face down. “Enjoy yourself?” Gogo asked cockily as she watched Hiro regain his breath. Hiro silently nodded, still feeling a bit embarrassed about his behavior. “Did you cum?” she asked, having seen the small puddle of precum he’d dribbled out over the last half hour. His face still in the sheets, Hiro shook his head, “But it was really amazing,” he finally said aloud, looking up at Gogo with his bright red cheeks. “See? You don’t have to cum to have a great time,” she stated, wanting Hiro to know that sex was more complex than just getting your partner to climax. Hiro smiled at this realization, realizing some of his concerns may not have been as bad as he originally thought. “Thanks, Gogo,” Hiro said as he stood to sit on the bed, his legs trembling as he did. It had been amazing, but he still ached for release; his small testicles transitioning to a mild shade of blue.


After taking a breather, Hiro glanced at Gogo’s seated rump and asked, “So, can I try?” Gogo responded by standing up from the bed and promptly pulling her sweatpants and panties down to her knees; her panties bore a moist stain on the front. “As much as you like,” Gogo replied, gesturing for Hiro to come to her with her finger. Gogo intended to remain standing while Hiro practiced, enjoying the prospect of Hiro servicing her while on his knees. She spread her ass cheeks invitingly as Hiro crawled over to her and positioned himself on his knees. His nose was engulfed by the strong scent of her arousal.


Hiro leaned forward and placed a ginger kiss on her left cheek, just as she had to him. The sensation was different from how he pictured it; there was an abstract aspect about being on his knees, kissing Gogo’s bare ass that was incredibly erotic. His heart rate increased and his balls ached still. His slick ass winked and trembled from the phantom sensations still coursing through him from Gogo’s relentless assault earlier. He placed a kiss on her right cheek, continuing to emulate Gogo’s technique as best he could remember. He placed a trail of light kisses leading to her puckered ass hole before finally placing his lips over it. It was Gogo’s turn to blush; she loved the sensation of being rimmed. “Mmmm,” she quietly moaned as Hiro’s tongue slipped just inside her opening. “That’s good,” she praised, “that feels nice.” Happy to hear this, Hiro continued his administrations, licking and prodding her anus with youthful abandon.


“Don’t be shy; really get in there!” Gogo instructed, backing her ass up, forcing Hiro’s tongue to go deeper into her. Hiro was enraptured by the sensation of plunging his tongue so deep into Gogo’s ass. The experience was intoxicating. The taste, the smell, the view, the sound, and the feeling of all that he was doing to her had hypnotized him. He closed his eyes, embracing the feeling. How long had he been at this? He honestly couldn’t even wager a guess. Gogo certainly wasn’t complaining; Hiro’s unbridled attention to her ass was a huge turn-on. “Little Hiro’s quite accommodating once he gets going. He hasn’t let up for a moment,” she thought, looking over her shoulder at the ever-diligent Hiro going to town on her ass.


A considerable amount of time later, a panting Hiro finally pulled away from Gogo’s now saliva-drenched ass. A trail of saliva still connected Hiro’s lips and Gogo’s ass hole. He fell back, sitting on the floor now rather than kneeling and breaking the trail of saliva that connected him to Gogo. Gogo looked over her shoulder through half-lidded eyes. “Not bad for his first time. Not bad at all,” she thought. She sees Hiro is currently seated on the floor, gazing up at her as he pants heavily. His expression begged for a verbal confirmation of whether he had performed adequately or not. Gogo looked down at Hiro knowingly. Grabbing her waistband, she hitched up her panties and sweatpants to her waist and turned to face Hiro. She kneeled down and used her thumb and index finger to lightly grip his flaccid penis. Hiro winced at the sudden sensation, but kept looking up at Gogo.


“I think that, despite whatever shortcomings you may think you have, you’re going to do fine, Hiro,” Gogo said with a smile, giving him a quick peck on the cheek. Letting go of his member, she stood up and ruffled his hair. Hiro, having finally regained his breath, smiled from ear to ear. Gogo offered him a hand to help him stand up which he accepted.


Hiro rubbed the back of his neck and sheepishly asked, “So… d-did you cum?” Gogo knocked on his head, “No, but that’s why we practice. Plus, I still enjoyed myself plenty; you have nothing to worry about.” Hiro nodded, but didn’t look quite convinced. Gogo decided maybe she could get Hiro to accept his present limitations by playing a little hardball. “Well, if you’re looking for incentive to learn how to make me cum, I guess we could impose a little rule to help you along,” she proposed, donning that cocky expression. Hiro looked up at her quizzically. “You don’t get to cum unless I do,” she stated bluntly. “That way you don’t feel bad and you get all the practice you need,” she explained.


Hiro balls suddenly reminded him of how much they ached for release. His immediate instinct was to decline this offer; he desperately wanted to cum. And Gogo was really damn good at making him do so. However, he also felt the rule was fair and posed a challenge. After some thought, Hiro looked up at Gogo. “That sounds fair,” he replied with a nod.


Gogo hadn’t expected that. She had only proposed the idea to get Hiro to see that he was being too hard on himself. But now that he’d accepted the offer, she found the idea incredibly arousing. Hiro had basically just given up his right to orgasms to her. That was a powerful sensation – one that she liked very much indeed. “If you’re sure,” Gogo replied, figuring she’d give him one chance to back out. “I’m sure,” Hiro stated adamantly with a nod. He reached for his briefs and began to clothe himself.


Gogo admired Hiro’s petite body as he got dressed. Teasing that boy was about to become her new favorite pastime.


Chapter 2 End


Chapter 3 Preview: With the new rule to their fuckbuddy arrangement in place, Gogo begins coaching Hiro in other ways to bring her to orgasm. One such method includes Hiro donning a strap-on himself and using it instead of his own penis. Gogo also tells Hiro that she needs to take some measurements on his privates. Whatever could they be for?
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Summary


Baymax can activate at some awkward moments. Hiro had learned to deal with it mostly over the last 5 years. But the most awkward time for a healthcare companion to activate is when Hiro is trying to get laid.


When Gogo had first been introduced to Hiro 5 years ago she didn't expect that one day she'd be on his bed, kissing him with her hands creeping up under his shirt. But then she didn't expect to be a super hero either so really this wasn't that surprising in the grand scheme of things. She broke the kiss and sat up to look at him. Hiro was still a little flustered by the make out session and he grinned up at her. He had grown up quite a bit since they had met, now he was actually catching up with her in height. But as much as he tried to act more like an adult he was still the same nerd who blushed when she so much as kissed him on the cheek.


Hiro propped himself up on his elbows. "What's on your mind?"


"I'm kind of disappointed." Gogo said. Hiro's face fell slightly and his brow furrowed in confusion. "Oh no not with the kiss. I'm talking about your bed. You should have a race car bed, it would be cool."


"I-What? I'm not a little kid." Hiro said as he wiggled out from under her so he could sit up too. This was not in any way how he expected things to be going.


Gogo poked him in the chest. "I have a race car bed I'll have you know. Are you calling me a little kid? Does this look like a little kid to you?" Gogo's hands went to her shirt and in one swift move had pulled it up and off.


Impressively Hiro went from flustered to bright red and spluttering in 0.5 seconds. He even instinctively covered his eyes before realising he was allowed to look at his girlfriend. "I, well, erm that is..." He cleared his throat and scratched the back of his neck before continuing. "No that's definably a pretty adult chest you have there. I didn't mean anything by it."


"I'm teasing you nerd." Gogo said affectionately kissing his forehead and ruffling his hair. "So are you sure you are ready for this?"


"Yeah for sure I am. Are you ready?" Hiro said.


"I'm not the one blushing at the first piece of clothing lost." Gogo said leaning into Hiro and running her hands down his shirt. Her deft fingers made short work of his buttons and slipped it off of his shoulders. Being a super hero had done a good job of adding some more muscle to Hiro's frame even if he was still pretty skinny. This wasn't something Gogo was going to complain about any time soon. She shifted herself back into his lap again and lowered her lips to his neck.


Hiro's hands came to rest on her waist. "It doesn't seem fair that I'm top less and you aren't."


Gogo broke her contact with his neck and nibbled his ear gently. "Well what are you going to do about it? I've done all the undressing so far so if we are talking about fair then it's your turn."


"Yes of course." Hiro said trying to focus on something other than Gogo's warm breath on his cheek. His hands slid up her spine until they met the strap of her bra. A second of feeling about and he had found the clasp. Now he just had to undo it which was easier said than done, he had a theoretical grasp on what to do but his fingers didn't want to cooperate so he ended up just fumbling with the thing.


Gogo pulled back to look him in the eyes. "Need a little help there babe?"


"No, no I got this. I'm a genius, I can work this out." He mumbled.


"Work it out?" Gogo said rolling her eyes. "What's there to work out? It's a bra not quantum mechanics."


"I know." Hiro said as he tried even harder to get it undone. His frustration and slight embarrassment made his fingers even less cooperative.


Gogo planted her hands on his chest and pushed him down onto the bed. "Let me get that for you." Her hand went behind her back and flicked open the clasp easily. She shrugged the bra off of her shoulders and tossed it to the side.


"Wow." Was the only thing Hiro could bring to mind to say. Gogo wasn't sure if that was aimed at her skill removing her bra or at the sight of her breasts but either way she was willing to take it as a compliment. Hiro swallowed hard. "Wow." He said again.


Placing her hands on the bed she raised her self over Hiro. But she moved forwards to quickly and clonked her head on the headboard. "Ow." She said without thinking and then they both froze.


There was a beep and the sound of an air compressor. Baymax took a few squeaky steps to reach the bed. "Hello, I am Baymax. Your personal healthcare companion. Hiro from you and Gogo's body language and hormone levels it appears as if you are about to engage in sexual intercourse. I will now scan you."


"Don't scan us I'm begging you." Hiro said. Gogo rolled over to lay next to him so he could focus on arguing with the robot.


"Scan complete." Baymax said as cheerfully as his voice circuits could achieve.


"Unbelievable." Hiro said. He crawled forwards so he was at the end of the bed facing Baymax. "Ok fine, you scanned us and I am satisfied with my care."


Baymax looked at him. "That is good Hiro but I cannot deactivate until all patients are satisfied with their care." He turned back to Gogo. "I have scanned you both and you are both free from sexually transmitted diseases but I still recommend using protection. Do you require any birth control?"


Gogo was doing her best to stifle her laugher under her breath but it wasn't easy. "No thanks Baymax I'm on top of it."


"Yes you were in the upper position when I activated." Baymax said and Gogo couldn't hold in her laugher any more. "Hiro do you require a condom? I have a stock of them and can play an instructional video of how to put one on if you need it."


"NO!" Hiro yelled with a crack in his voice. "No. No it’s fine there's one in my desk." He spun around. "Gogo, please, for everything that is holy, just tell him you are satisfied with your care."


"Oh not just yet. He still needs to look at the bump on my head." Gogo said between chuckles.


"On a scale of one to ten how would you rate your pain." Baymax said and Hiro sank down to bury his face in the covers.


Gogo chewed her lip for a second. "I'd say about a two."


"Well you seem perfectly healthy. If you experience any headaches or dizziness let me know and I will reassess your injury." Baymax said and then held out a lollypop. "You have been a good girl so here is your reward."


"Oh sweet." Gogo said grabbing it and popping it in her mouth. "Now it's Hiro's turn to satisfy me so I am satisfied with my care."


As Baymax moved back to his charging station Hiro resurfaced. "Thank you."


Gogo pulled the lollypop from between her lips. "Well lover boy, come get me." She gave the lollypop a solid lick and stuck it to the head board.


***


 


Gogo nuzzled into Hiro's shoulder and pressed against his back as she started to wake from her doze. The room had gotten dark around them and the soft glow from Hiro's clock told her it was late in the evening. "You awake?" She whispered gently.


"Mhm." Hiro said sleepily. "You'd be amazed how distracting boobs can be when you are trying to sleep."


"No I think I have a pretty good idea." Gogo said. She reached up and pulled the lollypop off the head board and put it back into her mouth. "You know when I'm older and all my friends are gossiping about our first times I think the Baymax story means I win."


"Oh I didn't think about it being your first time." Hiro said thoughtfully.


Gogo pursed her lips. "Is that a problem?"


"Oh no it's just that it's good for me. Now you have nothing to compare me too." Hiro rolled over to face her and she saw the smile on his face.


All the clichés said that Gogo was supposed to ask him 'was it good for you too?'. But Gogo liked to do things her own way. "So, are you satisfied with your care?"


Hiro's exasperated cry of "Oh my god." Broke the silence followed by Gogo's snickering.
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Summary


After the defeat of the Yokai, life returns to normal for the people of San Fransokyo. But how long can it remain that way? A story of life and death, discovery and defeat, young love and loss, watch as this group of (not so) normal collage students are thrown into a new world, one of their own creation.


Issue #1
Well here I am with yet ANOTHER story for yet ANOTHER series. Yeah, I know, it's looking more and more like I won't get any of my old stuff done, but really this is a good thing, after a good...what, five years? My muse and I are on speaking terms and she is giving me quite a bit to work with.


This story, obviously, is for the latest Marvel movie 'Big Hero 6' something that I was surprised by the quality of if I'm honest. It was quite a bit more...tame than the comics it drew source material from, and lacked some key iconic characters, but like several other more modern 'animated' movies it didn't restrain itself to what one would expect from say a kids cartoon. I was surprised and pleased by what I saw for the most part, with just a few small things that I felt should have been addressed but weren't.


Now, this story is going to be a little darker than a lot of my other works, but it's not going to be purely angst in nature. I'm going to be exploring the time between the ending and epilog, perhaps going further as well. I'm also going to be drawing from the original comics to fill in some gaps or add more depth to the characters themselves.


Last but not least, there is the pairing. HiroGo, yes it has an age gap, and that will both come up and play an important part in the plot as well as the overall story. How and why, you'll just have to read and see for yourself. So, I hope you enjoy this and I look forward to any reviews this might get. It might take me awhile but I will try to respond to them when I have time.


Disclaimer: I don't own Big Hero 6, it is the property of Marvel and Disney. If I did own it Sunfire and Silver Samurai would have been in it like in the comics and HiroGo would be canon already.


Note: There will be some additional information at the end of the chapter. With that out of the way, I am pleased to present Heroes Rising: Issue #1!


Tossing the last piece of her bike into the dumpster, 'GoGo' Tomago slumped into the labs lone vacant stool.


No matter what she did, nothing seemed to work. She had tried changing the design to make it more aerodynamic, but there was only so much that could be done to improve on what was already mathematically 'perfect'. The computers told her as much. There were no lighter metals or polymers that existed she could use for its frame. Tadashi showed her as much. The batteries were impossible to improve. Honey Lemon explained to her as much. The electrical systems and wiring was flawless. Wasabi had taken to copying it.


But the fact remained, it still wasn't fast enough. Not even close. Not by a mile.


In the two weeks that had passed since Professor Callaghan had been arrested and his daughter discovered alive, things had for the most part returned to normal for the students of SFIT.


Days came and went. Classes continued. Midterms loomed over the horizon.


And just like before, everyone was spiraling down into their own private worlds of isolation and solitude.


'Whoever said silence is golden should be dragged out into the street and shot,' GoGo muttered to herself mentally. It was part of the reason she loved her bikes, they were an escape. The roar of an engine, the hum of the electromagnetic stabilizers, the sounds of passing traffic, to noises of the lab, the air ringing in her ears, all of it was THERE, it filled the void of silence and nothingness that was otherwise present.


Three times she had torn down and rebuilt her maglev bike this week and some part of her was vaguely aware that it needed to be ready for demonstration in a month. She didn't care though, to her it was simply a distraction, something she, like the others all needed now more than ever.


Honey Lemon had told the group she was going to develop a more effective fire retardant to replace the fire suppression systems currently used in most buildings. It was hard to understand her when she went into full 'babble' speak, but it wasn't too difficult to pinpoint the source of her new found goal and interest. Since then she had only talked to her once, her hair noticeably shorter and her bubbly personality seemingly popped.


Wasabi had taken to organizing and cataloging the schools inventory and the labs equipment. After the fire, he still hung out with them on occasion, but it was only the call to arms and opportunity to catch the one responsible for Tadashi's death that really brought him around again. With Callaghan imprisoned he all but disappeared into the depths of the campus warehouses.


Fred, she honestly wasn't sure how he was still alive, let alone on his feet. Everywhere she looked she saw him helping with something or someone with one outreach program or another.


It was just like back then, like before, when Tadashi had just been another face, another student, another nobody, just like them. But at the same time, it was different. To say he was their leader would have been a stretch as they actually did very little together as a group. None of them shared any classes together; each had their own interests, their own hobbies and their own projects. It would have been more accurate to say Tadashi was the glue that held them all together.


Before, they had just been themselves. Loners, oddballs, freaks that didn't fit in or trouble makers just trying to keep themselves busy. It had been all that they knew and they had become used to living in their own little worlds. Now however they were cooping, just trying to get by. Even when Tadashi was around they had been alone, but at least they had been alone together.


Now, Fred was empty, Wasabi was lost, Honey Lemon was hurting and she was afraid.


Not of slipping, not of falling back into her old life for once, but afraid for another person.


Hiro


The memory of him removing Baymax's medical chip and ordering him to kill Callaghan was still fresh in her memory, whenever her mind would start to wander it seemed to crop up. Professor Callaghan, as Yokai, had been difficult fighting to say the least, dangerous and effective with using Hiro's microbots as a weapon. Baymax had been in a class of his own; a nearly unstoppable Juggernaut that had taken their combined efforts just to plug his medical chip back in. She didn't think they could have stopped him otherwise.


Even if they had to.


His size, strength, armor, and combat programming hadn't been the main reason they had so much difficulty however. What slowed them, what made them hold back was it being Baymax himself. Not only was he the last shred of Tadashi left in the world, he was the life dream of their best friend, his legacy. Tadashi, the one who had found them and brought them together, offered them his friendship and gave them the closest thing to a family some of them ever had.


But what choice did they have? Callaghan was responsible for Tadashi's death, and for that he deserved to be punished, but not like that. The thought of Baymax being...polluted, perverted, twisted in such a way made them all feel ill, she most of all.


After Hiro and Baymax left them behind, and while waiting for the private chopper Fred had called to pick them up, the topic of what they should do had degenerated into a heated argument, one that revealed several tidbits of information she hadn't been aware of before.


*Flashback*


"I'm telling you, we should go to the police and let them handle this."


"The police? Are you serious? You think we can just walk in there and tell them 'Hey we thought you should know that our dead friends fourteen year old little brother has turned a nurse bot into a killing machine and is hunting down his brothers killer, who also happens to be officially dead. In fact, you were at his funeral weren't you? Professor Callaghan? Yeah, he's actually alive, he just blew up part of the campus to fake his death and steal a kids science project for some reason'. I'm sure that will go over great."


"Well it's not like we have much of a choice! We don't even know where they went, and since none of us can fly we can't just go looking for him!" GoGo snapped back.


"Ummm...I think he probably went home to fix Baymax's scanner," Honey Lemon offered, and fidgeted slightly when everyone turned their focus on her.


"What makes you say that?"


While far from shy, especially among their little group, the sheer heat radiating from GoGo's glare was enough to make anyone nervous.


"Because it...makes sense? We don't know what kind of damage Baymax's scanner took, so Hiro would need a lot of equipment just in case it's something serious. He doesn't have a pass card to get into ours since he never enrolled, and he probably wouldn't want to break into Fred's since it would bring the police. That just leaves his aunts garage."


For a few seconds, the only sound that could be heard was the wind blowing as the others digested the surprisingly easy to follow logic Honey Lemon had laid out for them.


"Great..sooo...like, okay, we know where he probably is, what should we-uh, GoGo, what are you doing?"


Said teen had her cell phone out and was holding up her hand towards Fred.


"Wait, you're not calling the police are you?!"


Before GoGo could even answer the costumed mascot, he knocked the phone from her hand and quickly stomped on it several times.


"Fred?! What the hell!"


"Hey, look, I know we're all kind of on edge right now, but you can't just go calling the police on him like that, Hiro's our friend, we have to help...uh...GoGo?"


Fists clenched and body trembling; the young bike currier took out her gum and stuck it to the side of her helmet.


"Uh oh" was all Fred managed to get out before she tackled him to the ground and started slamming him against the hard concrete. Later, Fred would thank Hiro for the high impact padding he had lined the costume with.


"YOU IDIOT! WHY DID YOU DO THAT!?"


Wasabi moved to pull the much smaller girl off of Fred, but he stilled when she viciously kneed his suit in the family jewels.


Fred would likewise remember to thank Hiro for the extra padded cup the suit had.


Between impacts against the ground Fred managed to get out a reply.


"I hAd to DO soMethIng to StoP yOu gOGO! DoN't yoU eVEr reaD tHe comIcs?!"


His response was just far enough out there to make her pause to figure out what he was trying to say. When that failed, she went for the only other solution she had.


"Explain!"


Slammed once more against the ground, Fred groaned. The suit absorbed a lot of the impact but not all of it, and despite her small size, GoGo was close to Wasabi in terms of strength when she was pissed.


"Remember what just happened back there?" Fred asked weakly, pointing back inside the bunker. "Hiro went off like that because he felt like Professor Callaghan stabbed him and his brother in the back. I don't want him thinking we did too, that might make him go dark side. We can still save him."


While she could see a degree of reasoning to Fred's argument, it carried the same fan boy quality almost everything else he said did.


"You think this is a game?! You think this is some kind of, comic book or something!? Hiro ordered Baymax to KILL someone, not stop him, not capture him, KILL him!"


"I know that GoGo, its why we have to help him! Everything is already stacked up against him, you push him and he's going to turn full blown super villain. Yokai is bad, but if Hiro turns, it will be a billion times worse!"


"Fred-" before she could even start on her retort GoGo found herself bucked off of the mascot who took the opportunity to pin her by her wrists.


"Callaghan is using Hiro's microbots. Hiro invented those microbots, he made them, just like he made all of our suits. He's already got the brains and the background GoGo, all he needs is a reason, you give him that and I promise you he'll turn, and when he does the whole city will be in trouble."


*Gasp*


GoGo, Fred and Wasabi all turned to their fourth teammate in surprise. Unlike last time however there was no shy withdrawing of nervous fidgeting, only a look of pure horror.


"Oh my god, GoGo, Fred's right! We have to help him, we have to-"


"Whoa whoa whoa, time out, hold up, what are you two talking about?" Wasabi asked as his glance passed between Fred and Honey Lemon.


"Wasabi, please tell me you aren't taking their side?" GoGo would have face palmed were her wrists not still being restrained as it appeared the one remaining sound thinker in the group was being pulled away from her.


"Normally, no, I wouldn't, but we just got our asses kicked by a dead guy in a trench coat and Kabuki mask. At this point I'm not going to take any chances just because something doesn't seem possible."


Letting go of GoGo's wrists, Fred righted himself and offered her a hand to help her up, which she refused and got up on her own.


"Think about it from Hiro's shoes. His parents died in a house fire years ago. Then his brother died trying to save someone from a burning building. What would you do if you had that on you, then found out the guy your brother died trying to save not only survived, but staged his death just to steal your invention? His parents and his brother both died in a fire GoGo, people get hung up on stuff like that, it eats away at them and they think it's like, a curse or something," Fred explained.


The only member of the group that dared to do more than stare at the ground was GoGo, who was rubbing her right shoulder and deep in thought.


"It was a house fire?" It had been to herself, but apparently it had been loud enough that the others had heard it.


"You mean, you didn't know?" Honey Lemon asked, clearly surprised as GoGo shook her head.


"To be fair, I didn't know either," Wasabi admitted. "Tadashi never really talked that much about anything outside of his classes or how Baymax was coming along."


"That's not true, he talked about Hiro all the time," Honey Lemon defended, though she wilted under the other three's gaze. "Well...he talked about Hiro a lot whenever he talked to me," she amended."


Clearing her throat, GoGo licked her lips before asking the question now biting in the back of her thoughts.


"What exactly...happened? To his parents, I mean."


Fred and Honey Lemon had what seemed to be a silent conversation between them before he nodded and she looked away.


"I don't really know all the details, but he told me it happened eight years ago-" Fred was interrupted by Honey Lemon "It was ten years ago Fred, not eight." Fred squinted then shook his head. "Nah, it was eight years ago, because when I asked him about that huge scar on his leg he said he got it from a house fire eight years ago. We spent the whole night comparing scars."


Quirking an eyebrow Wasabi asked the obvious.


"Dude, when did this happen?"


"Remember that time Honey Lemon filled the whole Nerd Lab with that pink foam that smelled like pixie sticks?"


"That was two years ago Fred," Wasabi pointed out with a sigh, remembering that day all too well. It took him a month to get everything cleaned and organized again.


"Ohhh right, so like, I guess it was ten years ago then huh? But, yeah, he never said anything about it really, just that it was eight, err, ten years ago, and his parents died. I got the feeling it wasn't something he wanted to talk about, so I didn't bother him about it after that."


Seeing Honey Lemon's feet shifting, GoGo turned to her, and soon so did Fred and Wasabi. The chemistry nerd knew she knew more just from their gazes, and knew that she had to tell them. Swallowing, Honey Lemon took a deep breath to calm her nerves as best she could.


"It...was smoke inhalation. Their aunt and uncle were visiting and everyone was sleeping when the fire started," pausing she looked away for a moment before continuing. "Their parents and their uncle...Tadashi told me that they died saving them."


The impact from that piece of information hit the other three hard, and it was obvious that it was taking everything Honey Lemon had to keep herself together. The thought that his parents and his uncle had died saving him, his brother and aunt, only for his brother to die trying to save someone else, someone who didn't even need to be saved in the first place went a long way in explaining just where all the anger the young boy had came from.


'If it was ten years ago, Hiro would have been three, maybe four when it happened. He wouldn't remember anything, but still...then to lose his brother the same way.' Trying to push down the pang of sympathy that was welling within her stomach, GoGo turned to the remaining three members of the group, each lost in their own thoughts.


"So what do we do Fred? You're the expert on this kind of thing."


If the others were surprised by her asking Fred of all people what they should do, they kept it to themselves.


Looking up at the night sky, Fred thought for a minute before replying.


"We have to show him that he's not alone, that we're on his side and we want to help him. He's super smart, and I think deep down he's still a good guy, but he's still just a kid, and right now he's really hurting."


"Kid or no, he tried to kill someone Fred, and part of me thinks he's been planning this from the start."


"Wasabi! Hiro is our friend, he'd never-" Honey Lemon's defense as well as the argument itself was brought to a halt with a single word.


"No."


As three pairs of eyes became focused on her, GoGo's hand dropped from her shoulder.


"I don't think Hiro wanted to kill him from the start, not after all the training we did to get that mask off."


"All the training we did while he made the giant rocket fist that can punch through brick walls you mean?"


Glaring at Wasabi, GoGo continued. "He only gave Baymax the kill command when we found out Yokai was Professor Callaghan. Before that, he never tried to use lethal force. As much as it pains me to say this, I think Fred is right, at least somewhat. Tadashi died trying to save him remember? Just like how his parents died."


"And...Professor Callaghan said that, that was Tadashi's mistake," Honey Lemon added, doing her best to remain composed. Wasabi's glare (though now pointed at the ground) hardened almost to the same point as Fred's. GoGo on the other hand could almost feel her nails digging into her palms through her suits gloves as Professor Callaghan's words echoed in her mind.


The momentary silence between the four was broken by the loud whooshing of jet wash, that while surprising to three of them barely registered with Fred.


"Uh, dude, I thought you said your family had a chopper, that's not a chopper," Wasabi pointed out as the modestly sized VTOL positioned itself above the group and began its descent.


"I asked Heathcliff to give us an emergency lift; I thought he'd take the chopper, didn't think he'd use the family jet."


As the four climbed into the aircraft, Fred told Heathcliff to step on it and head for Hiro's place. GoGo was preoccupied by the remark Honey Lemon had reminded them of. Now she couldn't stop hearing what Professor Callaghan told Hiro, what had started his rampage. Even as she took her seat they continued to haunt her. Like the others, she had heard them, but in the heat of the moment she had forgotten not only who they had been addressed to, but the circumstances involved. Now that she knew more about the Hamada family history, it just made them that much worse.


"That was his mistake."


Seeing her reflection in the window, she couldn't help but hear her voice again.


"He made a mistake."


The ride from the island to Hiro's had taken barely a minute as 'step on it' from Fred apparently translated to Mach two for Heathcliff; but over the course of that brief flight the voice had continued ringing in her ears, drowning out Professor Callaghan's completely. She was GoGo Tomago, she was a fighter, a survivor, and she didn't take crap from anyone. But when they arrived and she called out to him, when Hiro turned to her, his face, his eyes, she knew them, they were exactly the same as she remembered her own had been. Pushing that voice back to the depths of her mind had taken everything she had, and for that one moment of weakness she wasn't nineteen year old GoGo Tomago. She was twelve year old Leiko Tanaka.


*Flashback ends*


Shaking herself to push away the memories of that night, GoGo arched her back and stretched out her arms with a groan. She felt...wrong, and she didn't like it. The nagging concern that gnawed away at the back of her mind, the guilt that was trying to nudge her was annoying.


'He hasn't bothered coming to class, or even registering for classes,' part of her mind reminded her, before adding 'Remember how excited he was about getting that scholarship?'


"Yeah, the same day his brother died. He was only applying here because of Tadashi," she mentally countered.


Another part of her mind decided to weigh in on the conversation at that. 'If that's true, then why did Tadashi have to trick him into coming here? If he just wanted to be with his brother, he would have applied on his own wouldn't he?'


She hadn't thought about it before, but now that she did, something did seem...off, like she was missing something.


They hadn't exactly been close friends; but she remembered Tadashi mentioning Hiro on a few occasions. She just never really paid much attention, too focused on her bike if she wasn't working on something else. What little she could recall was that Hiro was a bright kid, graduated early, and spent most of his time hustling bot fights. It was only when she saw Hiro at the lab that night she realized Tadashi could have been a bit more specific when saying his brother had graduated early.


After Hiro came up with the idea of his microbots, Tadashi had managed to talk them into giving his brother a hand, each lending their respective expertise or just acting as a sounding board for him to bounce ideas off of in Fred's case. The rules strictly forbid them from directly helping him with his entry project, but there was no rule against answering general technical questions or pointing out fundamental flaws in an idea they might overhear someone talking about. As she had pointed out, it only went against the intent of the rules, not the actual letter. Besides, it was an open secret among the students that everyone had someone help them out one way or another.


The Hamada weren't super rich, they didn't have any friends or family on the school board or who gave large contributions to the university either. Likewise they weren't related to anyone that was famous or important.


Not that Hiro actually needed much in the way of help. Wasabi ended up being the biggest contributor in helping the young genius by virtue of the fact he had both a drivers license and owned a van that could carry large quantities of material. Her bike was fast, but couldn't carry more than a second passenger at best, Tadashi had a moped and Honey Lemon used public transportation.


Still, during that week she genuinely had a good time with the others. Tadashi was more excited and animated than she had ever seen him, Honey Lemon had a hard time keeping up with Hiro and understanding his mile a second thinking, Wasabi was doing something other than organizing a work station for a change, and she had an excuse to drive full throttle.


If Hiro needed to get a specific thing that was small enough to fit in her pocket, who was she to obey the traffic laws if it meant slowing him down?


More than that, Hiro actually knew their work and fields of study, perfectly cable of carrying on a conversation with any of them even as he was working. Whereas Tadashi understood what they were saying, Hiro was able to converse with them, even offer ideas for how to improve their projects.


She sighed wistfully as she shook her head. The day Hiro won that scholarship she had been happy for him, but more than that she had been happy for herself. He was the first person to ever really show an interest in her project, as the idea of a maglev bicycle wasn't something many considered useful or even worth perusing. His own project likewise had intrigued her; the way he managed to work out the microbots electromagnetic polarity to perfectly synchronize with each individual unit and prevent them from counteracting each other was a miniaturized solution to a problem she was still stuck on with her own project.


"I was actually looking forward to him being here," she realized.


She still remembered the last time she saw him, when they dropped him off at his aunt's place, how somber everyone's mood had been from loosing Baymax, Hiro most of all. He had been quiet the entire ride there, just as the rest of them had, but he had held together pretty well, just as he had at Tadashi's funeral. Honey Lemon had been right when she called him a brave little trooper.


The image of him getting out of the car, carrying Baymax's arm with him proved to be the last straw.


"Damnit, I'm not going to get anything done if I can't stop worrying about him."


Letting her face fall onto her table she groaned. She had been fighting and weighing what she should do since they left him that day. Contrary to what Honey Lemon had said, Hiro was not their friend. He was at best an acquaintance, but she knew that he was hurting. Losing his brother had hit him hard, loosing Baymax had just put salt in the wound. They had tried to comfort him and console him after Tadashi's funeral, but he'd just locked himself away and ignored them.


For awhile they had debated among themselves if they should go and visit him or wait for him to enroll. Waiting had lead to them getting busy with their own class work, and as days turned to weeks and weeks turned to months, slowly but surely they had forgotten the young wide eyed boy that so briefly had been part of their lives. That was until the night they got 'the call' as Fred had taken to naming it.


They piled up into Wasabi's van and followed the GPS coordinates Baymax continued to feed them until they crossed paths at the docks. From there it had only been two days that their time together lasted. Spending the night and following morning making their suits, and then spending the afternoon practicing with them. From there they went to the island, found out what had really happened the night Tadashi died, and spent the rest of the night into the following day searching for Callaghan.


Part of her suspected the reason they had been so on edge that entire time was the fact none of them had gotten any sleep since the night before it had all started. Nearly seventy hours of no sleep coupled with nearly getting killed multiple times and only being able to stand on your feet thanks to several liters of energy drinks would set anyone on pins and needles.


Sighing once more she checked her cell phone and noticed the time, it was almost noon.


"Hmmm, almost time for lunch..." Glancing around and seeing that the Nerd Labs other occupants were wrapped up in their own projects, an idea started to come together before her. It was simple, extremely simple, and best of all it was perfectly plausible if she needed an excuse. Rising from her stool, she slipped on her jacket and checked to make sure her keys and wallet were still where she left them.


She felt like coffee for lunch today.


Archer's Soap Box (If anyone catches the reference you get a cookie!)


And that's the first chapter; I hope you guys liked it!


Now, I know many of you are probably confused at why the cast is not a close tight knit group of friends in this story. The reason for that comes from the movie itself. As much as Tadashi meant to everyone, I honestly don't believe they were a group of friends as much as they were all friends of Tadashi that knew each other from the Nerd Lab. This comes from a number of factors.


First, nobody knew Fred was rich. While modesty could be an easy explanation, it struck me as odd that not one of them had any clue he was loaded. If they were all close friends, at least one of them would have been by his house I would think. Second, Hiro didn't know *any* of them, didn't even know their names. This tells me that none of them had ever been to the Lucky Cat Café before and Tadashi didn't talk about them to Hiro, or if he did it wasn't often. Third, the only one in the group that knew Hiro by name was Honey Lemon, so we can infer that Tadashi didn't talk about his brother with them either.


I'm not saying they weren't friends or close, I'm just building on them being friends in a sense of classmates that work together and get along well.


Another important point I'm sure many of you noticed was the addition of Hiro and Tadashi having an uncle that died along with their parents. This was done in an effort to make sense of how their aunt Cass (who is obviously not Asian) has the same last name they do, Hamada. In this story she is their aunt by marriage.


If you have any questions, comments or concerns, please feel free to PM me or mention them in a review. Until then, I'll see you guys and gals next issue!


Issue #2
Chapter Summary


After the defeat of the Yokai, life returns to normal for the people of San Fransokyo. But how long can it remain that way? A story of life and death, discovery and defeat, young love and loss, watch as this group of (not so) normal collage students are thrown into a new world, one of their own creation.


"Greetings true believers and welcome to the exciting world of the Big Hero 6! Last time our intrepid heroine GoGo sensed that something was amiss with Hiro, her team's young leader whom no one has seen since their defeat of their arch nemesis, the dreaded Yokai. What secrets will be reveled? What new truths will be unveiled? What-"


"Uh, dad? Why are you talking to a cat poster?"


"Cat poster? Fred I'm talking to our readers."


"Dad, that's a cat poster," Fred pointed out as he eyed his father worriedly. "Did you forget to take your meds again?"


"...Excelsior!" *Window shatters*


"Oh man not again, moms gonna kill us! Heathcliff! Call the window repair guy!"


Disclaimer: I do not own Big Hero 6, not even the DVD (yet). Any similarities between this story and works by another author is purely coincidental and not a conspired attempt at influencing the fan base in any way ;)


With that out of the way, here it is, hot off the presses! Heroes Rising: Issue #2!


Fingers twitching as she waited, GoGo glared at the stoplight overhead as though it were her mortal enemy. Five miles, a journey that should only have taken a few minutes was turning into more than just a test of her patience.


'I swear it's like they time these things to slow me down on purpose.'


Five miles, three turns, two railroad crossings and fourteen stoplights stood between San Fransokyo Tech and the Lucky Cat Café. She knew this thanks to her three years working as a bike courier, having memorized the majority of the cities layout.


Looking down, she petted her 2015 Kawasaki H2R Ninja in sympathy. It was beyond a crime, it was a sin for such a beast to endure this kind of torture. Sure she had a little age on her, but ten years had done nothing to diminish the once (and still) fearsome machine. Every light having caught them, both railroad crossings having not one but TWO trains and all three turns were also bus stops meant it barely had a chance to unwind. It was no wonder she hadn't been in this part of town for so long, she had forgotten just how painfully slow it was.


Seeing the light switch from red to green she throttled her bike, launching from the stoplight she could see the Lucky Cat Café looming before her, all she needed to do was-


"ARE YOU KIDDING ME?! EVERY SINGLE LIGHT!?"


Bearing down on the breaks she skidded to a stop as the lone remaining light changed before she managed to cross it. Adding insult to injury, looking to her side she saw the same beat up old blue car that had been in the lane next to her for the last seven lights. Its driver, an elderly woman who must have been pushing a hundred, hunched over the steering wheel with her face almost pressing against the inside of the windshield to see.


Taking a deep breath, she calmed her nerves and reigned in the itching desire to gun the light. She did *not* need another ticket this semester, and she didn't want to get pulled over when she was so close to her goal.


She could see from the short distance remaining that the Lucky Cat Café was apparently a very popular lunch destination, as there were cars lined up and parked along the roadside, only one spot left that she could see.


'And it's mine.'


A blaring siren caught her attention and she quickly looked around for its source. She had been pulled over a few times for just about everything, but she had never been pulled over while sitting at a stoplight, that would have been one for the books.


Soon enough she saw a car zipping down the other side of the highway, three police cars in pursuit. She watched as it ran though the intersection and careened around the corner, the police not far behind it.


'Wonder what that was about?'


Her musings were cut short when the car behind her blared its horn, making her look back ahead to see that the light had changed while she was watching the police chase.


The little blue car was no longer beside her.


Eyes widening in horror, she gunned the throttle, knowing, just know that the little old lady was going to the Lucky Cat Café; she could feel it in her bones.


The distance between them was only a quarter of a mile, she could make it, and she could still get that last metered spot.


Another siren filled the air and out of the corner of her eye she saw two more police cars incoming. She slammed the breaks as they ran the red light taking the turn, trying to catch up to the chase that had gone by only moments early.


Looking back up, she found her worst fears to be founded as the little blue car attempted to parallel park between two large SUV's. First backing into the one behind it, then pulling into the one in front of it, before backing into the one behind it again. She winced in sympathy at the damage.


'Where are the police when you really need them?' she bemoaned. The first time she had taken her motorcycle out in weeks and she was regretting it. Bicyclist got to use the pedestrian lane, they didn't have to worry about stoplights, and they didn't need a parking space.


Almost as though it heard her thoughts, the bike's turbocharger gave a mechanical while, as if to remind her They don't have three hundred horsepower either.


Rolling down the street, she couldn't find a single place to park her beloved and found herself growing more agitated again. That was until a memory came to mind of a night only two weeks prior.


'…they do have a garage…would it be wrong if I…' The question of whether or not it would be overly familiar to do such a thing was settled when she remembered what Cass had told them after Tadashi's funeral; that they were always welcome to stop by.


Her heart gave a slight tug at the memory, especially now given the circumstances of why she was here. Even as she mourned the loss of one nephew she was trying to help the other as best she could.


'Stop beating yourself up over it; you made a choice, it was the wrong one, but that's why you're here now,' she reminded herself.


Pulling around to the back of the café, she wasn't surprised to see the garage door was closed, not with Cass working the lunch crowd and Hiro still too young to drive. Thankfully she didn't need much space and the small driveway leading to the garage was more than enough. Dismounting, she slipped off her helmet and left it on the seat. Ruffling her hair she gave herself a quick glance in the mirror and smirked. 'Not too bad, need to get a trim though.'


Filing that in the back of her mind she quickly made her way around to the front of the building. She might have been given an open invitation to come around at any time, but she knew it would have made things awkward for her to just come in through the back entrance of the business 'living area' when she had never visited beforehand.


Sure enough she could see the place was indeed packed the moment she got around to the front. Of course it took a minute or two (or four) for the little old lady who had taken the last parking space to make it up the one step entrance of the café. Even on foot life seemed to find a way to slow her down.


As soon as the door opened she was assaulted by a literal wall of noise; the sheer number of people inside surprising her. Every chair, every table, every booth, wall to wall was packed. It didn't take her long to figure out why either.


Freshly baked pastries right out of the oven lined one side of the cash register counter, with homemade sandwiches on the other and a row of large coffee makers each the size of beer kegs behind the register. The combined scents of coffee grounds, chocolate, warm glaze and cold cuts was powerful on its own, but aided by the warm homely feel of the café it was like a small piece of paradise on earth. All it needed was free wifi and it would've been a daily pilgrimage for half of SFIT.


At least, that's what she thought at first. As seconds turned to minutes and the line barely moved, she could feel her patience starting to wane once more.


'What is taking so long? This is worse than the DMV!'


Tapping her fingers on her forearms was joined by a tapping foot. In an effort to keep her cool, mentally she started timing how long the intervals were between standing and moving in line. On average it was seventy four seconds for someone getting coffee and a pastry, ninety three seconds if they got a sandwich.


Finally after what seemed like an hour there was only her and the little old lady in front of her and she could see why it was taking so long. Or rather the two reasons it was taking so long.


Cass was running the entire café by herself.


That was actually the second thing she noticed. The first thing was how much Cass Hamada had...changed since she last saw her. She still remembered the first time she met the Hamada brother's aunt, and she still hoped that when she hit her early forties she might have such a figure.


Apparently she had gained a little...weight since they last met, and it didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out the source. Working the cash register with one hand, the other was holding a large half eaten sticky bun, which she took several bites out of while running up the little old ladies order. A minute and a half later, she was finally up.


"Good afternoon!" *bite* "And welcome to the Lucky Cat Café, what would you like?"


For the brief moment that she had been frozen in place, Cass looked up at her before pausing, then narrowing her eyes in thought she spoke.


"GooGoo?"


Not able to help herself the teen chuckled.


"Close enough, its GoGo," she corrected with a small smile. The older woman returned it though she could see it was more forced than genuine.


"Well it's good to see you again; it's been awhile since I saw you or any of your little friends around, how is everyone?"


Before she could reply GoGo paused at the comment, then thought back and cringed.


'We put Callaghan away two weeks ago, but last time any of us saw Cass was...'


Tadashi's funeral


Yet another fault of theirs for waiting on Hiro rather than going to see him. He wasn't the only one that lost a family member that day.


Nodding, GoGo pushed the bitter thought aside.


"Sorry about that, after...the funeral we all just kind of...got busy with our classes," she replied lamely.


With a sad smile of understanding, Cass leaned over the counter and put her free hand on GoGo's shoulder before pulling her into a light one armed hug.


"Oh don't worry about it," releasing GoGo she did a quick scan of the café, an action that while not unusual did stick out to the teen.


"Something wrong?"


Pausing in place, Cass took another bite of her sticky bun before answering her.


"Nope, nothing's wrong, everything is fine here, why do you ask?"


Now she knew something was wrong.


Deciding not to beat around the bush any longer GoGo tilted her head towards the stairway in the back.


"Well, I had some free time and thought I'd drop in to check up on you two." The added stress on 'two' was unmistakable and thankfully the older woman took the hint.


Taking a deep breath, Cass frowned.


"Hiro is hanging in there, though...he ran into some...trouble a few weeks ago," she replied cryptically.


That got GoGo's full attention.


"What kind of trouble?"


About to take another bite from her sticky bun, Cass paused, glanced over GoGo's shoulder, then dropped it into the trash with a glare before motioning to the back as she put up a 'Be back in 5 minutes' sign on the counter.


Surprised, but now worried GoGo followed her around to the back and up the stairs she knew lead to the living area. She could see Cass waiting at the top of the stairs looking down, but not at her, not directly. She seemed to be looking for something behind her. Part of her wanted to look back over her shoulder, but another part of her was warning her that it wouldn't be a good idea.


Reaching the top of the stairs she was again surprised to see Cass close the door separating the living area from the café.


Biting her lip, Cass turned to face her before starting to pace for a moment, then pause, before resuming her pacing.


"I'm sure you saw on the news that Professor Callaghan turned out to be alive, and is not only being investigated for the...incident at the university that...that," pausing, she took a moment to collect herself. Coughing then pounding one hand to her chest she continued. "I know that Professor Callaghan started the fire that killed my nephew," once again she paused both in speaking and pacing. Turning her full attention to the teen that stood before her she continued. "You know how he was arrested after what happened at Krei Industries a few weeks ago?"


Nodding, GoGo was surprised when Cass leaned forward and placed both hands onto her shoulders before whispering "Hiro was there when it happened, he was one of the people that stopped him."


GoGo's jaw dropped in surprise, but not for the same reason Cass thought. While no longer whispering, Cass continued speaking in a hushed tone.


"They haven't made it public yet, but he was part of the group that stopped the attack. I know the detectives told me not to talk about this, but I'm worried about my boy. Something is wrong, or, happening, I don't know what, he was...doing better, just a little there for a bit, he was eating again and he was talking to me, but then after the detectives came and questioned him and after they took those boxes he just...he's worse than he was after his brothers funeral now and I don't know what to do."


Blinking and shaking her head, GoGo tried to focus on just what questions she should ask. So many things were running in her mind that it was difficult to separate what was actually important from what wasn't.


'Hiro didn't tell her about us helping him? But why? And why are the police only investigating-'


With one hand on her shoulder, Cass sighed.


"There is something else, you need to know about...I know what I've done is selfish and it's not fair to you, but you need to know this." Closing her eyes and shaking her head Cass swallowed.


"Downstairs there is an officer...I don't know exactly why he is here, but I suspect he is watching me, or Hiro, or both of us. He's been coming in here every day since they questioned us, first thing in the morning and staying until we close. The few times I've left to run errands since then I've seen another officer following me wherever I go."


Brow drawn together in thought, GoGo couldn't recall seeing any police while she was waiting in line.


"Are you sure? I didn't see any." It wasn't that she doubted the women. Well, it was. But she didn't want to come off as rude, not when she already had enough on her plate.


"Oh I'm sure. They might not be in uniform, but I recognize my regulars anywhere. The one downstairs has been ordering the same thing every morning for the last fourteen years. And I know it doesn't take eight hours to read the front page of the San Fransokyo Times. I'm more observant than people think, comes with raising two boys that like to take things apart and try putting them back together."


Snorting, GoGo suppressed the chuckle that tried to escape at the mental image of Tadashi and Hiro when they were younger.


"The minute you leave, they're going to question you. And if they don't, they will sometime soon. A lot of people were hurt when Callaghan attacked Krei Industries, and now the Governor, the police, and Krei are under the microscope. I don't know why they are so focused on Hiro, but I know its tearing him apart," pausing she gripped GoGo's shoulders with both hands. "I know that you only met him a few times, but could you please try to talk to him? You were close to his brother, so maybe...maybe he'll talk to you?"


Ah, there it was, an old and rather familiar grip in her chest.


Guilt


Between the pleading look in the older woman's eyes and the desperate tone her voice carried GoGo knew things must have been worse than she thought. For someone who professed to not be a parent, Cass sure wielded guilt like one.


She didn't even need a moment to make up her mind.


"I'll try, I owe him that much."


She had expected any number of reactions, but the bone crushing bear hug was not one of them.


"Thank you," breaking the hug she gave a sad smile. "I'm sure if he were here, Tadashi would thank you too."


"Tadashi isn't the one I owe it to," GoGo thought bitterly. She wasn't alone in that fault either. All of them had let down Hiro and Cass after the funeral. "Some friends we turned out to be."


Glancing at the clock over the small kitchen area Cass's eyes widened. "I need to get back downstairs! The twelve thirty crowd will be here any minute," pulling open the door she nearly bolted down the stairway, closing the door behind her as she went.


Though if it was to encourage her to stay or discourage someone else from snooping she couldn't tell.


"Great, now I'm paranoid," she thought as she blew a bubble with her gum.


Looking around the small living area, she thought back to the day of Tadashi's funeral, when they had returned with Cass and Hiro, partly to comfort them and partly to wait out the storm. She didn't know where exactly the boys rooms were, but she did remember Hiro disappearing up the stairs to the third floor.


Figuring that was as good a place to start looking as any, she made her way up the wooden stairs carefully, mindful not to make any noise if she could get away with it. It wasn't so much that she was trying to sneak up on the boy as she didn't want to disturb him. Something that was turning out to be extremely easy she noticed.


'Wish the stairs back home were this easy,' she thought after giving several experimental shuffles and movements. They were solid as a rock and silent as one as well. The only way anyone would hear you coming or going would be if you fell.


She was brought out of her musings when she reached the top of the stairs and was met with an open doorway.


Poking her head inside she looked around, surprised to find it almost pitch black inside with no lights or open windows. There was a bed in the far right corner partly hidden by a paper screen, but there were no covers or comforters on it, just a bare mattress.


"This must have been Tadashi's room, no wonder Hiro came here after the-"


Her thoughts were ground to a halt as she took in the left side of the room.


A large messy bed with an unmoving lump in the center.


Stepping into the room, she was careful not to make any noise as she looked around.


The first thing she noticed was how clean the room was, tidy, very well organized, especially for a teenage boy. But the more she looked, the more she realized that it wasn't clean, tidy, or well organized.


It was empty.


There were several book shelves, more on the right side of the room than the left, but there were no books on them. Just as the shelves lining the walls of the left side were almost completely bare. Both sides of the room had computer desks, but no computers, just printers and a lamp each. The only real thing that stood out in the otherwise empty room aside from the beds was the large clock on the wall.


Admittedly, she didn't know Hiro that well, but she knew that he had to have some interests, hobbies, something to occupy his time. There was no such thing as a clean or empty room when it came to men, double so when they were teenagers.


It didn't make any sense. This was the room of a teenage boy, where were the piles of clothes? The half finished projects? The movie posters? The toys? The bikini girl calendars?


Glancing back over to the right side of the room she guessed that it must have been for guests, Tadashi's room elsewhere in the building.


Turning her attention back on the room's lone occupant she tried to figure out the best way to go about this. Comforting others wasn't something she had a lot of experience with, especially with someone that seemed to just completely shut down and isolate themselves from the world.


After a few moments, when nothing came to mind, she decided to wing it.


Stepping around to the side he was facing, she carefully sat down on the bed. He moved, but only for a moment, a slight shift, but it was enough to settle one fear, he was still alive at least.


With that in mind, she tapped his shoulder twice. It was more than a 'tap' but not quite a 'shove', more of a hard poke. His reaction was to groan then roll over onto his other side.


"Go-way, I'm not hungry," he half muttered half mumbled.


Smirking, GoGo leaned partly over him.


"Well that's good to know, cause I didn't bring you anything to eat."


*Pop*


If her voice didn't grab his attention, the familiar sound of chewing gum popping did.


Slowly, as though he had stepped on a landmine, the teenage boy rolled back towards her.


"Sup short stuff?"


*Pop*


Squinting, it took a moment for the image before him to come into focus.


"...GoGo?"


Giving a small smile she nodded.


"The one and only, now get up."


Instead of complying as she thought he would, he just stared at her before rolling back over away from her.


"Ust na dream ngin," he muttered.


Frowning, GoGo poked his shoulder again, this time harder.


"Oyi, what was that?" Her smile slipped into a smirk.


It was not a nice smirk.


"I could have sworn I heard you say 'dreaming again'.


That seemed to get his attention.


Turning over again, his eyes were slightly more open, more alert.


*Pop*


As seconds ticked by, she could see him slowly waking and becoming more alert. After a series of rapid blinks, he reached out with one hand and poked her shoulder.


"If you'd like, I could pinch you," she offered with a teasing smirk.


Face flushed red; he pulled the comforter over his head in embarrassment.


"Why are you-how are you in my room?"


Frowning more at his tone than his words, she grabbed the large comforter and yanked it back.


"Hey, I came all this way to see you and you're just going to hide from me?"


Despite the fact he was looking away from her, she could still see the light blush on his cheeks. She knew this was a delicate situation, one that required careful action and a mindful selection of wording. Grabbing him by the chin she turned him to face her and frowned.


Too bad she knew nothing when it came to 'careful' anything or a 'mindful choice of wording'.


"You're a teenage boy with a girl in his room, and you're giving her the silent act? Come on, spill, what's going on?"


Pulling back and pushing her hand from his chin Hiro turned away from her.


"Oh so now you're giving her the silent act and pouting, real mature there kid." One way or another she was going to get him to open up. If nice wasn't an option and teasing wouldn't work, then she'd have to try a different angle.


"GoGo, you have to leave here, now, just, go, go and don't come back."


"Stubborn huh? Two can play that game."


Snorting, she turned away from him before flopping onto her back across his legs.


"First of all, I don't have to do anything," she started, ignoring his surprised yipping before continuing. "Second, I already know about you being in hot water, your aunt told me the story," pausing, she rolled partly onto her side so that she was facing him. "At least, she told me what you told her. Mind filling in some of the blanks? Like why the police are giving you such a hard time?" When she saw his expression darken she added "Or better yet, why you're the only one the police are giving a hard time?"


The unspoken question would have been missed by anyone outside their little group.


When he didn't say anything she sighed.


"Something clearly is going on, I can see that much. Tell me what it is, I want to help you."


When he didn't say anything for nearly a full minute, she felt her patience beginning to slip again. Thankfully he seemed to get the message her glare was trying to convey.


"Look you d-"


Only for her to cut him off.


"Hiro, I swear if you finish that sentence with 'you don't understand' I will make you eat your shoes."


His bewildered expression was met with the same stony glare she had been giving him since she entered the ring of the 'stubborn game' with him.


"If you don't believe me, you can ask Fred."


Between her glare and deadpan tone, he didn't doubt her threat.


Trying a second time, he was cut off before he could utter a single word.


"And if you tell me it's complicated, I'll run you up STIF's flagpole by your underwear."


It took him a moment to close his jaw, but when he did she was happy to see a little bit of his old self flare up.


"Let me guess, if I don't believe you, ask Fred?" he snarked.


Glare mellowing into a smirk she shook her head.


"Nah, Honey Lemon actually."


Once again his jaw dropped, but this time accompanied by a healthy blush.


"Why Hiro, if I didn't know any better I'd say you were-"


This time, he was the one to cut her off.


"Shut up!"


His reflexes were surprisingly fast, she didn't even see the pillow coming before it hit her square in the face.


Of course it did nothing to stop her laughter, nor did it have any effect on her now large smirk.


"Ohhh big boy Hiro wants a pillow fight does he?"


Twisting herself around she grabbed the pillow and brought it around like a sledgehammer.


"Doughf!"


Readying a second strike she grinned when she saw him reaching for his second pillow.


"Hmm, should I let him or not..."


Swinging the pillow again, she missed, only barely (and intentionally) giving him the chance to grab the other pillow.


She did not however give him a chance to swing it. A compromise between her two choices.


With a third swing she clocked him once again in the head, this time nearly hard enough to knock him out of the bed and onto the floor.


"Do you give up, or do you want some more?" she asked towering over him with her 'weapon' at the ready.


Seeing him release the pillow, she shook her head.


"Amateur."


*Pop*


"Never let your guard down!"


A fourth, fifth, and sixth blow rained down on the now defenseless teen. While it might have seemed cruel, she could hear his laughter between the blows joining her own.


Finally deciding he had enough, she tossed the now very worn and battered pillow off to the side before flopping back onto her back staring at the ceiling.


Several minutes passed after the laughter died down, the only sounds filling the air being their heavy breathing and an occasional chuckle.


"...thanks..."


"What are friends for?" she shot back without thinking. Out of the corner of her eye she saw him stiffen for a second before turning his gaze to the other side of the room.


"Nice room you got here by the way," she commented, figuring that maybe a little bit of small talk would help break the ice.


When his only response was a shrug she sat up.


"Seriously, you've got a nice place to yourself. My room wasn't even half this big back with my parents.


Something changed at that remark. She didn't know what or why, but it felt like the room suddenly got colder.


"Well, to be fair only half of it is mine," he admitted.


"Oh? Yeah I noticed the other bed, guest room or something?" she asked pointing towards the paper divider.


"...something I guess. That was Tadashi's side of the room."


GoGo nearly swallowed her gum when she heard that. Pounding on her chest with one hand as she coughed, she could feel it stuck in her throat.


"Hey you okay there?"


Seeing that her only response was to continue coughing and pounding on her chest, Hiro moved out from his bed around behind her. Just as she was beginning another round of coughing she felt him slap hard against her back.


The gum flew out of her mouth and into the hand she had been covering it with.


"Sorry"


Turning to look behind her she frowned.


"Sorry? For what?"


If his admission hadn't confused her, then his expression did.


"For almost making you choke to death on chewing gum?" he explained.


Turning back to look at the piece of gum in her hand, she shrugged and popped it back into her mouth, ignoring the look of confusion, surprise and mild disgust Hiro was giving her.


"It would take a lot more than that little piece to choke me, it was just...stuck," she defended.


"Right, and I'm the Queen of England."


Turning over to face him and settling onto her knees, she offered him an (un)sincere smile.


"Well then, I thank you, your Majesty," GoGo offered with a deep bow.


She could hear his eyes rolling.


"I will admit you surprised me though..." pausing she looked past him to the other side of the room."The two of you shared this room?" Seeing him nod she continued. "How long?"


"Uh, ten years? Give or take a few weeks, err...months?"


"Ten years...they shared this room ever since Cass took them in?"


Frowning she looked around the room and once again picked up on just how barren it was. Ten years was a long time for two boys to live in a room and not fill it up.


Seeing her gaze as it scanned over the room, Hiro sighed.


"I know what you're thinking, no, this isn't the way it normally looks," Hiro admitted warily.


Shifting her legs out from under her to over the side of the bed, she patted the spot next to her.


"Your aunt told me that there is some kind of an investigation going on? That why your room looks like this?" she asked, gesturing towards the empty shelves and book cases.


Settling down a short distance from her, he nodded.


"I don't know if he knows everything...but he knows a hell of a lot more than he's telling me." Giving him the once over, she couldn't for the life of her figure out what was going on. Tadashi told her that he was always a bit nervous around people he didn't know, but he had been so open before, a real little chatter box once they got to know each other a little better. So why the sudden change? It didn't make any sense.


"Since you aren't going to tell me anything, I guess I'll just have to pry it out of you," she said out loud, more to herself than to him but it got his attention all the same.


"According to your aunt, you helped stop Callaghan from completely destroying Krei Industries newest branch office; somehow the police found that out and have been giving you the third degree. She also told me that there is a cop downstairs that's been there every morning since they questioned you, and another one follows her whenever she leaves. Then there is her little warning that the police are probably going to question me just because she talked to me."


*Pop*


"Hiro, if I'm going to be dealing with the cops again, I'd at least like to know why."


"Again?" he asked in confusion.


Shrugging she smirked. "I'm the nice girl Hiro, not the good girl. Had a few...run ins over the years," she admitted as she rose up off the bed and started to walk around the room.


"What for exactly? Speeding?"


His curiosity was cute, even if the attempt at directing the conversation away from him was getting annoying. Still, she figured she might as well have some fun with him.


"Among other things. Speeding, failure to yield, reckless and dangerous driving, trespassing, breaking and entering, grand theft, grand theft auto, assaulting an officer, resisting arrest..." pausing she looked up at the ceiling for a moment. "Oh, and shop lifting. But that was an accident."


The only way to describe his expression was stunned stupid.


"What? The jacket was exactly the same as the one I was wearing, I put the wrong one back on the coat rack, it was an honest mistake."


"A-and all the other stuff?" he asked, trying to wrap his head about what she had just openly admitted not a minute ago.


*Pop*


"I told you, I'm the nice girl, not the good girl, big difference there."


"No way, I don't believe you," he said shaking his head, though it was difficult to tell what he was thinking by his expression.


"Tell you what, how about a trade? You tell me what the cops are going to be bugging me about, and I'll give you a copy of my mug shot."


After taking a few moments to digest everything she had told him, he sighed.


"Fine, but...be careful, what you say to anyone."


Moving back to the bed she sat next to him, a little closer than they had been before.


"You tell me what's going on, and I'll take care of myself. Now start from the top, what is going on?"


Slumping forward, his elbows on his knees and his face in his hands, Hiro groaned.


"Before I tell you anything, I thought you should know that Aunt Cass hasn't had a chance to spray anything for the last month, so there might be a few roaches," he warned.


Giving him an odd look (that he obviously couldn't see) she tried to figure out just why he would tell her that of all things.


"You already know that Professor Callaghan is alive, that he didn't die in the fire that killed Tadashi."


She was about to remind him that obviously she knew Professor Callaghan was alive, but she was stopped by a surprisingly strong grip on her knee.


Shooting him a questioning look, his only response was to shake his head, releasing his hold on her before continuing.


"He wanted to steal my microbots after he saw what they could do, so he set the fire and faked his death," Hiro explained bitterly. "He copied my design, and mass produced them, trillions of them in an abandoned warehouse down by the docks."


There was something about the look in his eye, she didn't know what it was, but she could see it, some kind of message, almost like a plea, but for what?


"Do you know why he did it? Why he faked his death? Why he stole my microbots?"


Brow furrowed, she was surprised to see him hold up his hand and wiggle his fingers in front of her. After doing this for a few seconds, he pointed at the large clock on the wall, and then moved his fingers again.


"What is that suppose to be? A spider? Why would he..." Hiro's warning that his aunt hadn't sprayed for anything jumped to the front of her mind.


"BUGS!? They bugged his room!?"


Shaking her head numbly she tried to form a coherent sentence.


"Uh-oh, I mean, no? Why?" she asked, slowly starting to put the pieces together.


"Ah that's the kicker. Apparently he and his daughter were part of some super top secret military project that screwed up five years ago. She got sucked into some kind of weird portal thing and the building blew up," he continued while GoGo face palmed at what he had just said if his room was indeed bugged. "He stole my microbots to put the thing back together and use it to destroy Krei Industries new branch office, some kind of twisted sense of irony or karma I guess."


Clearing her throat, and cringing at the thought of just how big of a can of worms this was, she spoke.


"So what does that have to do with you exactly? If you helped stop him doesn't that make you a hero or something? Why would the police be giving you trouble?" Feeling a sense of indignation at the thought of Hiro being given grief instead of praise over his actions, she decided to push it things a little. "They afraid you're going to put them out of work or something?"


Yet again Hiro's jaw dropped because of the bike courier, though this time for a completely different reason.


'Did she NOT get my warning?! I couldn't make it any simpler!' This idea was soon countered by a second thought. 'Maybe she did get the warning and just doesn't care?'


Snickering, more from the realization that GoGo likely didn't care what the police heard her say than the remark itself, Hiro shook his head.


"I wish, then I could just get Aunt Cass to bribe them with free doughnuts for life," he joked, earning a chuckle from GoGo. Unfortunately, like all good things for him it seemed, the good mood came to an end.


"The reason they're investigating me is they think I was in on his plan, that I was helping him, or something."


Like a gunshot, there it was.


"What?"


"Yeah, after Callaghan was arrested, he told them that the microbots were mine and that he stole them. Turns out that having a rap sheet for illegal bot fighting can come back and bite you in the ass."


"But that-that's crazy! They think that you helped that psycho?!"


"Yeah, helped being the key word. They don't believe either of us apparently."


"Either of you?"


"Me or Callaghan. They don't think I could make something like that on my own, and they don't think he stole them from me."


The venom from the last statement caught her off guard.


"What do they think happened?"


With a look twisted somewhere between a glare and a scowl, he answer her.


"They think Callaghan hired me, and paid me to help him make them."


"Okay, you lost me, where did they pull that out from exactly?"


Groaning Hiro flopped onto his bed.


"After I helped stop him I went and took most of the money I had been saving up over the last year and opened a checking account. I thought it would be a good idea to let it sit there and gain some interest instead of keeping it hidden in a cookie jar under my bed."


"And...that made them think you were helping Callaghan why?"


"Because it was almost four hundred thousand dollars."


*Pop*


"Yeah, probably should have been depositing it from the start."


Once again trying to digest all of this, GoGo shook her head. This was wrong. It was beyond wrong.


"So they have you under house arrest or something? Is that why you never enrolled?" she ventured.


If anything his mood seemed to drop even more at her question.


"No, nothing like that...exactly. I'm not under house arrest; they just...follow me anywhere I go if I try to leave. Pretty much makes it impossible to even try hustling bot fights you know?" he joked dryly. He took a moment to think before answering the second part of her question.


"As for why I never enrolled...I just...don't have any reason to...not anymore."


Frowning she joined him in laying across the side of the bed, head resting in her palm facing him as he stared up at the ceiling.


"Why not? I mean, it's a great opportunity. If you have a degree from SFIT it's basically a golden ticket. You could do anything or be anything. A lot of people would kill for that kind of start to their future."


*Snort* "Future? My future is going to be sitting in an eight and a half by eleven cell for the rest of my life. Knowing my luck, even if they don't convict me I'll get sued by Krei because it was my microbots that destroyed his new building."


"Gee negative much? What happened to that kid me and the others helped get that scholarship a few months ago?"


"He got screwed over by life enough times to figure it all out."


Raising an eyebrow she chuckled.


"Figured it all out? Like what? The meaning of life?"


With a shrug he continued staring at the ceiling as he spoke. "Yeah, I guess you could call it that. Or just how the universe works. I thought I had it figured out after Tadashi died, but I was wrong, I didn't see the whole picture. Now I do."


"Then please, do share this enlightenment with me." It was suppose to be a joke, something to try and snap him back a bit like she had before. Unlike the last two times however, it didn't work.


"It's pretty simple really. As long as you don't want anything, you can do whatever you want. But the minute it actually means something, you lose it. Unless of course you made it, then it gets used against you and anyone else you care about."


Frowning, GoGo reached out to Hiro's shoulder.


"Please tell me you don't really believe that."


Shrugging her hand off of him he got up from the bed and walked over to his brother's side of the room. Standing there he held his hands out to his sides.


"Why shouldn't I? I mean, I've pretty much managed to prove it. I was bot fighting for almost a year because I was bored, but I only got caught when I started caring about it. I built bots just to give me something to do, but when I actually had a reason to make them? This is what happens!"


Rising from her spot on the bed GoGo's frown grew.


"Hiro, what happened wasn't your fault."


"Wasn't it!? I only wanted to get into SFIT because I found out Professor Callaghan was teaching there! I idolized him for years, ever since I got interested in robotics; it was his work that I always followed. I didn't even know he taught at SFIT before Tadashi took me there three months ago, which I might add happens to be the reason I actually started getting along with and actually caring about him!"


Seeing the small trimmers passing through his body, GoGo closed the remaining distance between them in the blink of an eye.


"It's all my fault, it *sob* Tadashi is dead because of me! *sniff* IT'S MY FAULT!"


Just as she had that night in the garage two weeks ago, she didn't think, she acted. Pulling him to herself she felt him in her arms, not a boy, not a young man, but a person, one broken by the pressures of a cruel world. She knew that there had been a missing piece, something she had missed, overlooked, or just didn't know.


Now she did. And knowing that truth felt like someone twisting her heart in two.


Like Hiro, and his brother, she too had looked up to and admired Callaghan. Not for his research and advances in the field of robotics, but for his contributions and advancements when it came to magnetism and electromagnetism, the very foundation of her own project, the only answer she had been able to find that could help her.


For one reason or another, each of them had looked up to the man, respected him, or admired him and his work. Similarly, each of them had felt betrayed when he turned out to be the Yokai.


One hand on the back of Hiro's head, pulling him to her, while the other was rubbing small circles on his back, she rested her chin on his head and held him as tight as she could. It all made sense now, just why Hiro hadn't enrolled, if not avoided SFIT all together after the fire. He hadn't just lost his brother that day, he lost his idol too.


'To have the person you look up to, someone you admire and idolize for years steal your work, that you made to impress them because you wanted to study under them, then turn around and use it like he did." Squeezing Hiro tighter she could feel his breath hitch.


'The way he sees it, if he never made those microbots, Tadashi and Baymax would both still be alive, and Callaghan would still be on some golden pedestal to everyone."


As she felt his hands circle around her, she looked over at the right side of the room.


Tadashi's side of the room.


'He blamed himself for his brother and idol dying, then spent three months locked up in here...oh Hiro.'


Ten years. For ten years the brothers had shared this room. Even if Hiro hadn't always looked up to him or even got along with him, there were ten years worth of memories here, and with everything else gone now, those memories were all that was left.


'This cannot be healthy for him. Sharing a house would be one thing, but sharing a room? For that long? He needs to get out of here, at least out of this room.'


He needed help. It was plain as day that there was a lot going on, something big was cooking and it wasn't going to be good for any of them, Hiro especially. But right now that was the last thing on her mind.


Stan's Soap Box (Since I doubt anyone would get it, that means I get to keep the cookie!) *Eats said cookie*


Face Front, True Believers! It's time for some questions from our readers.


riley chapter 1 . Jan 15: Oh my goodness. You got them all perfect. Please continue this story


Why thank you riley! It is always our goal to insure our characters are as close to their on screen or in print portrayal as possible here are Archer studios. To hear that we got them all perfect is indeed the highest of praises. We will continue this story for as long as we can.


Urazz chapter 1 . Jan 15: Truth be told, the group probably wasn't too close but probably did hang out together every now and then so you could say they were friends with each other but probably weren't at the stage of friendship where you know most things about a person.


And I do think that they could've gone to the Lucky Cat Café a few times but Hiro wasn't around then. Hiro was graduated out of high school for about a year when the movie happened so we could easily assume that he could've been in school if they knew each other for more than a year or Hiro was out bot fighting when they came over.


As for Aunt Cass, if I recall Hiro and Tadashi are half-Asian so their mother or father probably looked more like Aunt Cass. If not, then you could be right as well and that Aunt Cass is their aunt through marriage.


That is partly where the idea for this story comes from actually. Throughout the movie we heard the characters claim they were close friends, and that Tadasi was their best friend. Yet their actions and words seemed to indicate otherwise. One of the primary goals of this story is to explore various relationships, including friendship, and show just how far off many people are when it comes to how they view them.


As for the others coming to the Lucky Cat Café, if they had, given how unique they were, it would be difficult to believe Hiro not seeing them or remember seeing them at least once. This goes with the idea of how many people don't truly know what it means to be a friend anymore, especially a 'best friend'.


Hiro and Tadashi are both half Asian, you are correct. But you are forgetting one simple thing, Hiro, Tadashi, and Cass all share the same last name, Hamada. It's plain as day that Cass is not Asian, at all, yet her last name is indeed Hamada, same as Hiro and Tadashi. This means she was either their fathers adopted sister, or she was married into the family.


Mark chapter 1 . Jan 16: Huh. I thought most the group looked like 17-18. Since most, would have also been geniuses, I pictured them as more like 17 though Fred? Who knows haha. Forget if you mentioned. But you decided their ages by guessing or? Whatever you decided cool. Can't wait for the next chapter!


Most of the characters ages have never been revealed, with only two exceptions. Hiro we know is 14 and Fred we know is in his 'mid twenties' (thanks to supplemental materials). What we decided to do was base the characters ages on the complexity and sophistication of their projects as well as their careers (again given to us through supplemental materials). So GoGo, who is working on a maglev bicycle and is a bike courier, is going to be younger than say, Wasabi who is working on plasma field generation and is a sushi chef.


That's all for now, but be sure to pick up your next issue when they hit the stands! Until then, always remember, Excelsior!


Issue #3
Chapter Summary


After the defeat of the Yokai, life returns to normal for the people of San Fransokyo. But how long can it remain that way? A story of life and death, discovery and defeat, young love and loss, watch as this group of (not so) normal collage students are thrown into a new world, one of their own creation.


"Greetings True Believers! And welcome back to the exciting world of the Big Hero 6! Last issue the daring GoGo Tomago learned that not all is well with the Hamada household. Now at the precipice of a brewing storm, one that will change the course of history and time itself, the teams young leader has chosen to protect his friends and team at the cost of his own freedom. But now that she knows of his plight, will the rebellious and spirited young woman be able to help him?"


"There he is! Get him!"


"Until next time, Excelsior!"


*Blasts off into the sky*


"Where did he get a jet pack?!"


"Fire extinguisher! Fire extinguisher! Someone get a fire extinguisher before it spreads!"


"Dad! Come back! You forgot your pants!"


Disclaimer: I do not own any characters that appear in this story, other than any OCs that might pop up from time to time. Any named character that appears in this is like Big Hero 6, the property of Marvel and Disney.


With that out of the way, please enjoy Big Hero 6, Heroes Rising: #3!


Racing through the streets, GoGo dodged angered pedestrians and drivers alike. Glancing down for only an instant she checked her watch.


4:25


This was bad, very bad, and for once it wasn't her fault.


Swerving her bike in a hard turn she barely managed to avoid running into some poor guy walking half a dozen dogs, all of which were now barking and pulling hard at their leashes wanting to chase after her as she headed down the alleyway. Peddling as hard as she could, a familiar burn started developing in her knees and thighs as the ache in her chest blossomed into full blown pain.


Ignoring it the best she could, she pushed her body to its breaking point.


She had to make it, she had to, failure was not an option.


Pulling out of the alleyway she leaned sharp and nearly fell off her bike, using her foot as a pivot point to prevent her from falling over, she cursed under her breath. She was still up, she was still moving, but the loss of momentum was going to be nearly impossible to build back given what lay before her.


'The hill'


'More like the freaking mountain,' she thought. Standing, she used her body weight to help propel her bike forward up the steep incline. Were it not for the burning fire in her lungs she would be shouting any number of choice curses or obscenities, but as she was, she couldn't even spare the breath to mutter them. Part of her brain was struggling just to think them.


Needless to say, today was not a good day for her.


Sure things had started out fine, normal if not a little boring, but then she just had to go and do something stupid. She had to go and see him, she had to go and open her big mouth and ask if there was anything she could do to help him.


Hence her current situation.


Sweaty hair sticking to her face like a damp cloth and leather jacket sticking to her like a second skin, for the hundredth time in the last hour she wondered if it was really worth it.


A chirp from her watch drew her from her thoughts.


4:26


Four minutes, four minutes was all she had left. There was no way in hell she was going to make it and she knew it.


But that didn't mean she wasn't going to try.


Glancing up she took a quick glance around. It was the middle of the day, broad daylight, but she didn't see anything that might be a problem.


'Doesn't mean there isn't any,' her brain reminded her before she continued ignoring it.


Hopping from her bicycle she quickly pulled the bike lock from her belt and chained it to the first thing she found, (ironically, a no parking sign) as she continued to survey her surroundings to see what she had to work with. Dialing up her GPS again just to double check, she was on the right street at least, it was a straight line from where she was to where she needed to be. The only problem was the distance she had to cover.


She needed to cross five blocks to reach her destination, and it was the middle of rush hour. The roads were barely moving, sidewalks were packed, and she needed to catch her breath. Finally an answer came to her, literally from above.


*Pop*


Smirking, she hefted her backpack and bolted up the steps of the apartment complex she had 'parked' in front of and quickly made her way through the lobby. Never in her life had she been so happy to see an elevator before.


Ignoring the looks from the other occupants, she hit the button for the top floor and took the brief moments rest to catch her breath.


*Ding*


Stepping out she checked her watch again.


4:27:33


'Thirty five floors in a minute half, not bad,' she thought with an approving nod as she continued through the top floor seeking her quarry then smirking when it came into view.


Rooftop Access


As she headed up the short flight of stairs she wondered if anyone in her position had ever considered such an option before.


That of course made her worry what he would do if she found out.


Shuddering she pushed the thought to the back of her mind as pushed open the door that would prove to be the gateway to her only option, the only chance she had in pulling this off.


Moving to the edge of the rooftop she took a second to gauge everything out. The rooftop was covered in gravel, that was a negative, loss of traction and increase in both time and distance needed to reach top speed. There was also a seventeen inch high parapet along the outer rim she estimated to be about five inches wide. Leaning over the edge she could see that the next building was only about five feet away and was a good ten feet lower. Both of those were positives, the short distance meant a minimal loss of momentum while the ten foot drop would actually give her a boost. Raising her eyes she noted that the buildings were each shorter than the previous, another bonus, all except the one she estimated to be her destination, which in fact was taller than the one she was on now.


'Well, that's still a plus, just a different kind," she thought with a growing grin.


*Pop*


She was already warmed up, and closing her eyes she could feel a slight breeze blowing, but nothing to really worry about.


Glancing back at her watch, she could feel it.


4:28:01


At first it was an itch, but it quickly turned into a tingling, then a burn that spread throughout her body. The surge of adrenalin she hadn't felt in weeks coursing through her veins like a wildfire.


Closing her eyes as she walked to the opposite end of the building, she hopped up onto the parapet. It was narrow, but the bricks provided a lot more traction than the loose gravel, and this way she wouldn't have to worry about the knee high barrier.


Reaching out with her senses, she focused them, narrowed them, blocking out the sounds of the street below, her eyes opened to a world void of distractions. There was no elevation, there was no turning, there were no obstacles.


There was only the line.


From still to motion, her body flipped into autopilot as one foot fell in front of the other, propelling her forward, faster and faster with each step.


There was a gap, a distance from where she was to where she wanted to be. Without breaking her stride she leapt from the end of the parapet and landed on the roof of the next building on all fours, pushing herself with her hands and feet three steps as she rose back to her full height. Pumping her arms as hard as she could and pushing with her bodyweight into each stride she could feel herself gaining speed.


Speed was good.


Racing across the roof of the building she could see its end quickly approaching, ten feet, four steps. Gaze lifting ever so slightly she could see the next building was level with this one.


'Same height, ten foot range, maximum altitude minimum drag, minimize loss.'


Crouching at the lest step as she reached the end, she leaned forward into the jump, thrusting out her hands ready for what was to come.


Impact, hard, but manageable, she felt the pressure of her landing on her wrists but ignored it and allowed her forward momentum to carry her body forward into a summersault, pivoted on her hands and landed in a half cartwheel then broke into a full run without missing a beat. She could feel a slight loss in speed, but it was nothing she couldn't make back up in the distance between her landing and the end of the roof.


'Air conditioners and air ducts, problem.'


No way around it, she was going to loose speed, and that meant loosing time. All she could do was minimize how much.


Leaping from the roof she landed on the next, only four feet to the first duct, but it was all she needed. Planting her hands on the rim she vaulted, tossing her lower body over it and carried the motion forward, throwing her arms to the ground into a hand spring, she pushed off and threw herself over the second duct, nailed the landing and shifted into a forward flip stance. Two steps and half a hop on her right leg she pushed off and flipped over the third duct, landed in a crouch and pushed off with her full body weight as she jumped to the next roof, which thankfully was a long flat surface.


Using the chance to pick back up the precious speed she had lost from the last roof top, she continued to push herself as her grin morphed into a full blown smile.


To her, this was life, the definition of living.


Clearing the fourth and fifth buildings with ease she made quick work of the sixth, seventh and eight roof tops just as quickly and just as easily.


'No traffic, no people, no crosswalks, no stop signs, just my own private express lane,' she mused as she plummeted twenty feet, embracing the wind as it whipped her short hair wild before coming to an abrupt end as she tumbled the landing on her shoulder and rolled to her feet without stopping. Charging across the roof her mind continued to focus on the line before her, putting everything else out of sight and out of thought.


She needed this. It was the only way she was going to get through it.


Vaulting over another air conditioner she felt a familiar twinge in the back of her mind. One that had been bothering her since this had started.


'Is this really worth it?'


Pushing the thought aside and ignoring it as best she could she lunged from the edge to the next building.


'You heard what he said,' she argued back to the dissenting voice that was bothering her. Trying to focus on the good, the speed, the wind, the air.


The freedom.


'Freedom? Hypocrite.'


There it was again, nagging at her, but once again she brushed it aside, she was doing what she had to, what she needed to.


What had seemed like a brief internal argument she quickly realized had taken more time than expected as her watch gave a warning chirp.


4:29:00


'One minute left'


Thankfully the end was in sight, all that remained was the final building itself, the one she was quickly approaching.


'Its a hell of a lot higher than I thought it was,' she noted as it came closer and closer with each footfall.


She didn't know exactly where she had to reach was part of the problem, but based on the number she had been given, she knew it was somewhere near the middle of the building.


To go from the top and work down or start at the bottom and work up?


With only moments to make up her mind, she decided on the 'safer' route, or at least the one more likely to get there in the time she had left.


Throwing herself over the end of the building she latched onto the fire escape of the apartment complex, then swung over to the ladder and held hard.


'I've always wanted to do this.'


With a smile stretching from ear to ear, she gave several rough jerks to the ladder until it came loose.


A clang, more like a loud 'bang' filled the air as the emergency fire escape ladder dropped down. Just as it was about to stop she let go and grabbed the next ladder, the impact of her landing combined with her body weight causing it to give way and drop like the one before it.


'THIS!'


Releasing her hold, she fell several feet, skipping the next ladder but grabbing the one after it.


'IS!'


Letting go, she dropped down several floors before grabbing onto the last ladder and rode it to the ground below.


"AWESOME!"


Blinking in surprise she turned to find a group of young kids staring at her with wide eyes.


'Look familiar?'


"Shut up brain, before I stab you with a Q-tip" she muttered under her breath before turning to leave the kids and continue on her way. She paid their shouts no mind, there was little time left and she was close.


Getting into the elevator she checked the small note she had been given a second time and hit the button for the twentieth floor, then slumped against the wall and leaning heavily onto the handrail she felt it.


The downside was hitting her now, the burnout, hard.


Her feet were literally on fire. Her knees were crying in pain from the rough landings, jumps, and nonstop running, her back was killing her and she knew that tomorrow she was going to feel like the living dead.


Still, it had been worth it.


'Is it?'


Gritting her teeth she continued ignoring it, watching the floor indicator above her tick away until finally with a ding the door opened.


*Pop*


Glancing at the note again, she saw what she was looking for, 'room 2088'. Though at the end of the hall was something unwelcome to say the least.


Police


'That cannot be good.'


'Really? No dip, when are cops ever good!'


Pushing the two quarreling voices aside she was even more surprised to see paramedics leaving the room, with a stretcher. The man they were taking out appeared to be unconscious, but at least he wasn't in a body bag.


Looking at the run of the numbers on the doors she felt a snake of suspicion coil in her stomach.


'You have got to be kidding me.'


Sure enough, the number on the apartments door read '2088'.


One of the officers standing outside happened to notice her watching and gave her a curious look before telling something to another officer and approaching her.


'Bad...really bad.'


Deciding to do her best *not* to look suspicious she glanced passed the officer with a frown before giving him her full attention.


"What happened to him?" she asked in what she hopped was a casual tone.


Stopping before her the officer gave her the once over.


"Gentlemen had a heart attack, took a nasty fall, but he's stable. Might I ask why you are here miss?"


*Pop*


Frowning she thumbed the large patch on her jacket. 'Express Deliveries'


"Had a package to deliver, to that apartment actually..." she explained as she shrugged off her backpack and unzipped it, producing the shoebox sized package she had been carrying around with her. There were others, but this was the only 'Top Priority' package she had.


"I don't suppose now would be a good time though?" she asked warily. Of course the look the officer gave her made it plenty clear without any actual response being needed.


Once again looking over the officers shoulder she frowned again before producing a clipboard and pen.


"Look, I've still got a lot of stops to make, but I cant make them till this one is actually delivered, they paid extra for rush priority. Could you sign for it and I'll just be on my way?"


The incredulous look she got wasn't exactly what she had been hoping for.


"Not that I'm completely heartless or anything like that," 'Really?' "but I'm really kind of...you know, expendable? I need this job, and my boss is always itching for a reason to fire anyone that's been around for over a year to cut down on overhead. I'd really rather not have to start looking for a job this close to winter break."


With a disapproving frown and a sigh the officer took the clipboard and signed for the package. Ripping the pink copy slip from it she handed it and the package to the officer before turning on her heel and making her way back to the elevator.


As soon as the doors were closed she let out the breath she had been holding since stepping out, hunched over and rested her hands on her knees.


What she told the officer wasn't a lie. It just so happened to be a little twisted and turned to her advantage. It was true that her boss was always looking to cut down on overhead, and mostly that meant booting people with over a year under their belt to avoid giving them a raise in pay.


This was not however a threat she herself really needed to worry about, as her pay scale was slightly different than her coworkers. It came with having her own 'priority grade'. While other delivery services had normal, express, and rush, she was proud that her boss had actually taken to advertise what she had jokingly referred to as their limited 'Got to Go Express' service. Especially since she made double on those deliveries. Still, she just wished it hadn't been advertised as 'Anywhere in San Fransokyo in seven minutes or less'.


For one thing their distribution center wasn't exactly in the center of San Fransokyo, which made any delivery she had on the northern side (like this one) that much more difficult, double so during peak traffic time. Normally she would use her motorcycle, but during rush hour she had to go it the old fashion way. Plus, with all the extra overtime she had been pulling the last few days, the only danger she had to worry about was her supervisor offering her a full time job.


'Coward'


Elevator doors opening, she made her way out of the complex and began the walk back to her bike. A long walk, and for more reasons than one.


With the rush now behind her and things calming down, she was able to think again, which was exactly the thing she was trying to avoid. Thinking lead to other...things. It had been three days since she visited the Lucky Cat Café, three of the longest days of her life.


After what seemed to be an hour of just trying to comfort Hiro, GoGo took her leave of the boy and his home. She felt, in a word, raw. Old wounds long since healed were itching, and for the third time in her life she felt completely lost and useless. She wasn't a psychology major, she didn't have any siblings, and if she were being perfectly honest, this was one of the few areas she was as unfamiliar as she was uncomfortable with.


That was part of the reason why after returning to SFIT she had been lost in a daze for the rest of the day. She sat through her professors lectures but didn't hear a thing, didn't take a single note, or remember any of her assignments for the weekend. That night had likewise proven to be one of the worst she could remember in years. Not since the time with the others two weeks prior had she gone an entire night without a single hour of sleep. It wasn't even until two in the morning that she realized she was still wearing the same clothes she had all day, not even bothering to shower or change before turning in for the night.


In the back of her mind, she could still feel the dampness on what had until then been her favorite shirt. Just touching it made the flood of memories from hours earlier come rushing back to her, the vivid sensation of holding a person so close to her as they were falling to pieces, physically, mentally and emotionally, it left a mark on her.


She had never been one to believe in old tales before that night, but now she was willing to give a little more credence to her grandmother. Brushing her hand over her chest, she could still feel it, the same spot that had been tear soaked when she left him, promising she'd come back to visit him when she could.


The following day she had tried sleeping in, something she rarely did, but like that night it proved to be fruitless. All she could think about was Hiro, and how he locked himself back in the room he shared with his brother for so long. When she got the call that there was an open shift that needed to be filled she was there before her supervisor hung up, eager for something, anything that could take her mind off of the horrible coldness she felt thinking back to Hiro.


It had done wonders for her to put lightly. The open air, the sun, the wind, all of it covered the void, same as always. The problems started that night, when exhausted in every sense of the word sleep proved to be elusive for a second night in a row. The silence of her room preyed upon her, soft cries and a familiar whimper played over and over in the back of her mind, memories she had come to terms with and buried years ago trying to claw their way to the surface.


So, the next day she had volunteered to cover two shifts that had called in sick.


God bless flu season had been her motto that day.


Again she ran herself into the ground, pushed herself almost to her limit, reveled in the ache and burn of her muscles and joints from an entire day of nonstop workout and action. And again she was rewarded with a night devoid of sleep. She knew if she couldn't find any rest tonight she'd probably be hitting the SlyQuill to knock her out and get some sleep.


During the day it was so easy. She just had to keep herself occupied, and as long as she did she could conveniently ignore what had happened, pretend it wasn't there, didn't exist. But at night, she was alone with just her thoughts, and no matter how much pain her body was in, her brain was able to ignore it in favor of those memories.


"Oh that's just freaking great," she muttered upon reaching where her bike had been parked. Had being the operative word. The chain was still there, but someone had cut it, most likely with a pair of bolt cutters.


"Seriously, who walks around the city in the middle of the day with a pair of freaking bolt cutters?"


Pinching the bridge of her nose she groaned.


Checking her bag, she still had four more deliveries to make, none of them were too far, but she didn't want to walk the entire way either.


'Wouldn't be a problem if you were in the suit.'


THAT thought made her snort, almost enough to make her start laughing. She could just imagine the field day her supervisor would have if she did, her pupils would probably turn into dollar signs.


Getting her baring's, she spied a garbage truck heading her way. Out this late into the afternoon could only mean it was heading to the landfill, which was on the eastern limit of San Fransokyo. One of her deliveries was out that way, and she knew there was a metro line not far from that particular drop off...


Stepping near the curve but not enough that anyone would think she was trying to cross the street, she waited until just as the garbage truck passed by to grab onto the back handle and pulled herself up to the platform. It wasn't pretty, but it was free, and it beat walking.


Two hours later she was finished, the last delivery had been made and she called in to clock out, explaining that her bike had been stolen and that she would bring the yellow slips in tomorrow. She was now in what had to be the last place on earth she'd ever want to be. A place filled with the worst sorts of people the city had to offer, grime and filth as far as the eye could see, and noise beyond what even she considered to be tolerable.


The subway


Riding the screeching and screaming (begging to be put down in her mind) rail line she swore that if she ever found out who had taken her bike they would suffer for this indignity. The smell, the sound, the sight, every single thing about the subway (and public transportation in general) she found to be offensive to her existence. It was half the reason for her project, so that no one would have to suffer such torture again.


'At least it's not the bus,' she thought with a shudder.


From the station it was only a short walk back to the campus, and from there to her dorm.


Locking the door, deadbolt, and chain, she hung her jacket and checked to make sure there was actually something left to eat before completely turning in for the night.


"Well well well, looks like tonight it's ramen or," pushing the stack noodles aside, she sighed. "ramen. Which means tomorrow I'll be hitting the gym," she muttered. There were many things that she and Wasabi disagreed on, well, it would be more accurate to say there were very few things they agreed on, but there was one thing they had in common. Both treated their bodies like temples, and nobody ever worshiped a run down shack.


Tossing her keys into the small bowl on her counter top along with her wallet she dropped her bag onto the floor before noticing something else.


"Ugh, disgusting."


Scowling she hobbled over to her sink and pulled out some paper towels.


"This, is why, I hate public transportation," she growled as she pulled off the offending object that had been stuck to the bottom of her boot.


It was a pamphlet of some sort, she'd seen plenty of them over the years scattered across the city. She didn't even want to *think* about just how it was sticking to the bottom of her boot. Nose scrunched and a shudder passing through her, she hopped over to the trash can, not wanting the 'defiled' boot to touch her floor until after cleaning it *thoroughly*. Before dropping it into the trash she paused when she noticed something unusual, or rather something familiar.


"Is that..." looking closer, she blinked, then blinked again.


"Fred?"


Carefully setting the pamphlet down, she went back to the sink and put on her dish washing gloves, then picked the small folded paper up to give it a closer look. Sure enough, filling the entire bottom half of the cover was Fred, giving a huge smile to the camera. Perched on his shoulders and giving an equally large smile was a young boy missing a tooth.


Shaking her head softly GoGo felt herself smiling at the image as she read the tagline along the bottom.


"Be a mentor. Be a big." Pursing her lips GoGo found herself chuckling. Sure, Fred was a great guy, friendly and kind to anyone and everyone. He'd give you the shirt off his back if you asked him for it. But the idea of him as a mentor, that was stretching things.


Dropping the pamphlet into the trash, she carefully pulled off her gloves before dropping them in as well. She'd pick up some replacements tomorrow with her groceries.


Pausing mid step she blinked.


There it was. The answer.


Face palming she took one step before stopping and remembering to take off her boots, and setting them aside she went back over to her jacket. It only took her a second to find her phone, always keeping it in the same pocket for a reason, she fished it out and scrolled through her contacts before finding the name she wanted.


Fred Lee


Stan's Soap Box


Face Front, True Believers! Time for some more questions from our readers! Before we get to those however I wish to make clear that there *is* a reason for GoGo's suddenly withdrawing from Hiro instead of charging head long into what's going on and helping him. There were a few hints given, but the full reveal will be given next chapter.


Naflah chapter 2 . Jan 22: Yay! Hirogo! I love u soooo much! Plz continue thiss! :3


Well, thanks for your support Naflah, and we'll do our best to continue this story for as long as we can.


Urazz chapter 2 . Jan 22: Glad you updated! I feel bad for Hiro being watched like a hawk by the cops. It's pretty much ruining his life. Hopefully, Gogo helps him out of that.


I do agree though that some of the characters are probably older. I figured Gogo is probably the youngest of group asides from Hiro for much of the same reason. The youngest in the cast aren't really doing anything necessarily new but are just refining and improving upon existing ideas. For example, Hiro's micro-bots are based on Callaghan's robot design but is just tweaked into a new revolutionary idea. Even if we don't think about that, Wasabi and Fred definitely look the oldest.


I'm thinking Wasabi is probably in his early twenties, Fred is in his early to mid twenties, Honey Lemon is probably around 18 to 20, and Gogo is probably around 16 to 18 depending on if she graduated early (she could've easily gotten in trouble with the law because of boredom and wanting to seek thrills much like Hiro). Tadashi looks like he is probably around 19 to his early twenties I think as the pictures of him as a kid with Hiro made him look like he was around 12 to 14 at the time I think while Hiro looked like he was arounf 6 to 8.


I can also see Callaghan also doing some big things in magnetics and electro-magnetics as his robot designs does make use of that heavily (Hiro's robot for bot fights uses Callaghan's technology).


Anyways, keep up the good work and I hope you update soon.


Glad you enjoyed the chapter! As for Hiro's current situation, while its true he is being watched like a hawk, it goes much deeper than you think. I wish I could say more about what lies ins tore fort he future, but then you wouldn't have as much a reason to read future chapters would you?


GoGo is in fact the youngest of the group, outside of Hiro at least. The characters ages will be revealed in future chapters, but just as a quick tip for you, their current ages are as follows, from youngest to oldest, Hiro is 15 (cookie to whoever figures this one out lol) GoGo is 19, Tadashi was 22, Honey lemon is 23, Fred is 25 and Wasabi is 26. Remember people, collage isn't a four year course, it all depends on what kind of degree you are after.


Oh you have no idea what I have in store for Callaghan when it comes to his accomplishments when it comes to science. Think for a second and remember where he was in the old video they found in the bunker ;) no more hints!


We'll try to keep the good work coming, updated frequently!


That's all for now, but be sure to grab the next issue when it hits stands! Until next time, Excelsior!


Issue #4
Chapter Summary


After the defeat of the Yokai, life returns to normal for the people of San Fransokyo. But how long can it remain that way? A story of life and death, discovery and defeat, young love and loss, watch as this group of (not so) normal collage students are thrown into a new world, one of their own creation.


AN: While the previous chapters all had humorous little bits for their opening, this one will be different. The chronicles of Stan and Fred will continue in issue #5.


Earlier last week, a young man by the name of Monty Oum passed away. I'm not sure how many, if anyone who reads this recognizes or knows that name, but I wanted to dedicate this chapter to him. By strange coincidence, this chapter does deal with something directly connected to him, not his work, but him as a person. Some details will be in the closing AN.


This chapter is being released early in support of the wishes and requests of his friends, family and crew after his passing: As for honoring Monty, we will do that in our own way. In lieu of flowers or gifts, we ask that you simply do something creative. Use your imagination to make the world a better place in any way that you can. If you know Monty like we do, then you know he would certainly be doing that if he were able to.


"Keep moving forward." -Monty Oum, 1981-2015


"You want me to what?"


"Just, you know, stop by to see him, check in on him. Is that really a big deal?" GoGo asked as she stirred her (now cold) ramen noodles.


"Normally, no, but this? Uhhh, yes..."


"This? What ish his suppose to mean?" Phone in one hand and chopsticks in the other she frowned.


"We haven't seen each other or even like, talked in weeks, then out of nowhere you call me asking if I'd hang out with Hiro? Yeah, I'd call that strange, well, maybe weird...or at least suspicious."


"What's suspicious about it? I'm just a little worried about him, everything going on and all that. He still hasn't enrolled and we haven't heard from him since Callaghan was taken in. I just mought met, you bow? You mew got along great, goth comic nerds you know?" Setting down her chopsticks she grabbed her (unfortunately now warm) soda.


"Well first of all you're eating, and I happen *know* how much you hate people talking to you or talking to other people when eating cause it makes you nauseous. It's why you made me eat my sneakers last year," Fred fired back with a deadpan voice before continuing "second is this whole thingy...thing itself. I've know you for over a year, and I've never seen you or heard of you asking someone to do anything like that."


"Are you implying that I only care about myself?"


Fred could literally feel her glare across the line.


"N-no, no, nothing like that, in fact I know you care about people. We were all there when you clotheslined that purse snatcher."


"Then what exactly are you trying to imply?" she hissed.


"I'm implying that you're acting an awful lot like you're afraid of something, and like you are hiding something...and I think...no, I know you're lying about something."


"..."


"I'm coming over, we'll talk when I get there."


"What?! No, Fred, don't you dare-"


*Knock knock knock*


Her jaw hit the ground almost as fast as her phone did.


Quickly moving to her door, she checked the peephole to see a grinning Fred waving.


"Okay, that is officially creepy."


Unlocking her door, all but the chain she opened it part way.


"Fred, what on earth are you doing here this late?" she asked with a raised eyebrow. Not that Fred could see it as it wasn't the exposed eye.


"I was giving Wasabi a hand when you called...uh...oh uh."


"Fred I need some more light down here. You there man? Fred! FRED!"


"But I'm sure he's okay. You going to let me in or not?" Several moments of silence passed, but neither moved. GoGo was sure that if she waited long enough he would just leave, but as moments turned into minutes, she sighed and closed the door, removed the chain then opened it.


Fred of course was smiling all the same.


"Ohh! Fish and," *sniff* *sniff* "beef? No wait, fish and pork! Man I'm starving you got any more?"


Before GoGo could close the door, let alone answer him he was already going through her cupboards.


"Alllll right! Chicken and dumplings, score! Where did you find this stuff by the way? They haven't made it since forever!"


Mentally, GoGo wondered if she should warn him that the stockpile of instant noodles had been there when she moved in a year and a half ago, but that train of thought was knocked aside by another more pressing one.


"Wh-"


"Now, you've got two minutes to tell me what's really going on here with Hiro."


The typically warm and almost goofy smile was still present, but somehow...different. Something about Fred's eyes had changed. Added to that he wasn't leaning back, slouching or using her table as an ottoman. Under different circumstances she would have been impressed; she didn't even think Fred could behave like this.


"Okay, this I did not expect."


"Look, something's going on, I might not be the most serious guy around, but I'm not a complete idiot. What's got you so worked up that you called me out of the blue?"


Peeling her gum from the table she popped it back into her mouth and started chewing.


*Pop*


"Nothing is up Fred, I just thought he could use a friend. Someone to hang out with. You remember how his face lit up when he saw your room, like a kid in a candy store."


Fred's only response was a raised eyebrow of his own.


"Actually, I didn't know, I was still kinda feeling the rush from that awesome chase and splashdown. Sweet moves by the way, forgot to give you props for saving our butts."


*Pop*


Shrugging her shoulders GoGo was nonplussed.


"That aside, now I'm really curious to find out why you're trying to drop him off on me like this."


Gaping, GoGo froze.


"I'm not trying to drop him off-"


"How is he by the way?"


"Ugh, he's fine, a little down but-"


Fred's grin was met with a familiar *pop*


"Got you lying GoGo," Fred chimed with a knowing grin.


"I can still make you eat your shoes nerd," she threatened, trying to cover her annoyance at getting caught in her lie.


"Come onnnnn GoGo, we're friends, you don't need to try and pull some kind of shell game on me, you know that. I love kids, and I love helping them. So what's up?"


Sighing, GoGo slumped into the seat across from him.


"I...ugh, I hate you, you know that?"


Waving off her scowl, Fred rolled his fingers, telling her to get on with it and stop stalling.


"Friday I stopped by the Lucky Cat to, get something to eat. Purely by coincidence," she defended.


"Oh of course," Fred replied, she could tell he knew she was lying.


"And...when I got there Cass was...off, and asked me to try and talk to him."


Brows furrowed, Fred leaned forward with a slightly worried look. "She asked you to try and talk to him? Not to talk to him?"


*Pop*


"She said...ugh, Fred, look, he's not well. He needs a friend, badly, between his brother and their room and the cops; he's...he's alone okay?"


"Whoa whoa whoa, hold up, roll back, start from the start. You said he needs a friend? Why do you think he needs a friend, specifically?"


"Didn't you hear what I said? He's alone, I mean it, seriously, he's locked himself up in his and his brothers room again because of the police treating him like he's some kind of threat to the city."


"Locked himself up in his and his brother's room again?"


"YES! AGAIN FRED! Like he did last time, when Tadashi died."


"Calm down GoGo, I'm just trying to figure out what's going on here. You said he's locked himself in his and his brother's room, again. What room? Do you mean the garage, or they have some kind of hobby room up in the attic?"


Sighing once again, GoGo took a deep breath.


"No, I mean their room, as in bedroom. Hiro and Tadashi shared a room since Cass took them in."


"Really? Wow...that must...man, not much room," Fred thought out loud.


"It's...not that bad actually. The room itself I mean, it was plenty big for two people. The entire third floor is just one room, with a bathroom."


"Not that bad? You mean you saw it? Or Hiro told you about it?"


"I saw it for myself, he was holed up in there and, well I didn't know he was in there, not exactly. Cass just asked me to talk to him but didn't tell me where he was, so I went up the stairs and found him in there. I woke him up and it took awhile just to get him to talk to me, but...Fred? The police know about us...him, they know Hiro was there when we took down Callaghan, they've interrogated him and they've practically taken everything from the room, except the wires they left there."


"Wait, what? Hiro's only a kid, he's fourteen, how could they interrogate a minor?"


"...well, I...don't know, to be honest. I mean I was interrogated when I was sixteen...but they did pull me out of the car I stole at the time, maybe probable cause or something like that?"


Fred shook his head.


"Naw, it doesn't work like that. They can't question a minor unless they are arrested at the scene of a crime...and why would they bug his room?"


GoGo just gave him a deadpan look.


"Right, sorry, you're talking, my bad. Back to Hiro, him and Tadashi shared a room? For all that time?"


"From what I can tell, their place isn't big, but it's not exactly tiny either. I guess it worked for them...but..."


"Now that Tadashi is gone, Hiro's alone and stuck in that room."


GoGo nodded.


"Man, that sucks...poor kid..."


"After the police took everything, it's just...empty now. They left his clothes, and a clock, but that's pretty much it. Him and Cass," "Cass and he," Fred interrupted, but she ignored him, "both told me that cops follow them everywhere they go, and there's at least one sitting in the cafe all day from opening to closing."


Leaning her head down to try and get a better look at her friend, GoGo frowned.


"Something wrong Fred?"


"Yeah...a lot of things actually...this whole thing stinks of a setup."


"Setup?"


"You said they know Hiro was there when we took down Callaghan right?"


"Yeah, because Callaghan told them he took Hiro's microbots. Why?"


"...GoGo, if they know Hiro was there, shouldn't they know the rest of us were there too? Callaghan saw all of us, he knew who we were."


"No, no no no, not like that. Callaghan told them he stole Hiro's microbots, he didn't tell them Hiro was there, or any of us."


"Exactly my point. How did they find out Hiro was there? The only way I could see would be if they searched his room and found something there."


"You mean like his armor?"


"Couldn't have, it's still locked up in my place. It just doesn't make any sense...if Callaghan told them it was us, then we'd all have the cops up our asses, not just Hiro..."


The two were silent for a moment before both looked up.


"Baymax!"


"His gauntlet, Hiro took it with him, they must have found it while searching his room," GoGo started.


"And when they asked him about it he told them what happened," Fred finished.


"But...why are they watching just him like a hawk and not all of us? You know Wasabi would know if anyone bugged his lab station, or was following him."


Once again the room fell silent, until an ear to ear grin split on Fred's face.


"Hiro didn't tell them about us."


"What?"


"Hiro, he told them he was there, what he did, but he didn't tell them squat about us. The kid's got some serious spine if he didn't spill about the rest of us. It would also explain why they're watching him and Cass the way they are." Seeing GoGo's confused face he snickered.


"Really? You don't get it?"


"Get what?"


"GoGo, it's a stake out, they're using Hiro as bait to try and get the rest of us. I wouldn't be surprised if you got a tail now following you wherever you go," Fred pointed out.


In the back of her mind GoGo felt a great deal of pity for whoever had been following her the last few days, if indeed they had been.


"Not like it would be that hard to figure out who we are. All of our projects are open sourced, and plenty of people have seen our demonstrations," GoGo countered.


"Ah! But have you seen any pictures or videos of us at Krei? I seem to recall the reporter saying something about us vanishing without a trace, or something like that. If I was going to bet money on this, I'd say it's the military or the government that's doing this, not the cops. There aren't that many people out there who can get a wire put in someone's house like that, even fewer who can interrogate a minor without parental consent. Nobody saw us out there but us and Callaghan, and I don't see him talking much."


"Might give him a better deal if he did," GoGo muttered.


"Oh yeah, a choice between a cell with a view outside and a cell with a view of a brick wall maybe. Callaghan screwed up, bad, but I don't think he is completely-" Fred stopped cold at the look GoGo was now giving him.


"What I mean is, none of us have had any trouble, so I don't think Hiro or Callaghan have told them anything, and you know the news crews would be having a field day with any footage or pictures of us out there fighting. They're probably waiting for his team to come check on him."


"And I visited him...in broad daylight...crap," GoGo managed before slamming her head onto the table.


"Hey, it's not that bad, they haven't gotten anything on you unless you slipped on that suit of yours since you checked in on him...you...uh, haven't have you?"


"Mo," GoGo muttered, face still plastered against the table. Raising her head she shook it once. "I haven't put that thing on since, well, then."


"Good, that means you can help Hiro."


"Yeah? Wait-what?!"


"GoGo, you've already been tagged, if they've got him under watch like you said; now it's going to look suspicious if you don't hang around him, they'll think he warned you or something and now you're staying away."


"W-well what about you!? If they're following me then they know I called you, talked to you, they know you know they know about this...right?" Pausing, GoGo cringed at what she just said. "Oh god, now you've got me believing your conspiracy theories." Moaning she started massaging her temples.


"Not really. SFIT is privately owned and funded remember? It would be a colossal legal nightmare for them to get any surveillance equipment in here, at least compared to someone's house. And even if they did, I doubt it would last long."


Giving Fred a questioning look, he just started laughing. "Seriously, if someone tried planting a bug or a camera, it wouldn't last an hour. As paranoid as half the nerds here are about their projects, especially after what happened with ESU a few years back, un uh, not happening. Just be careful what you do or say outside...or near any windows..." Fred glanced over her shoulder to see that yes, the windows did indeed have their blinds drawn.


Seeing her pensive look, Fred frowned. "They'll leave you alone after awhile, just do what you normally do, well, and hang out around Hiro a few times a week or so."


"I...don't know about that..." looking down for a moment before turning her attention to Fred, she continued."He's not exactly...Fred, I asked you to hang out with him for a reason. After Tadashi died, he sat in that room for three months, three months Fred."


Crossing his arms, Fred nodded. "Yeah, it took a bad situation and made it worse. Honestly I wish I had known about that at the funeral, I would have gone up there if I did. It's just a constant reminder that he lost his brother. You'd think Cass would have moved him into another room by now."


"I wish it was that simple."


"Hm?"


Sagging, GoGo took another deep breath. "Hiro...isn't just reminded about Tadashi's death being in that room Fred. He...he blames himself for it...and for Callaghan."


"What? Why? That doesn't even make sense...why would he blame himself?"


"Fred, do you know why Hiro applied to come here?"


"Yeah, Tadashi brought him...oh, oh man; you mean he's blaming himself for that? That tanks...but it's not true...well, it is, but...not like that. There was no way he could have known Callaghan was carrying that kind of baggage."


"It's not that, not exactly. He applied because of Callaghan, not Tadashi. Hiro...he looked up to him, idolized him. He thinks that if he never applied, Tadashi and Baymax would still be here, and Callaghan would...well, still be Professor Callaghan." As she explained this she could see Fred's expression shift from curiosity to surprise, then to something else.


Breathing heavily, Fred swept one hand through his hair before giving a heavy exhale.


Several long moments passed before he shook his head.


"Fred, there was no way any of us could have known he was dealing with that," she offered.


"Yeah, there is. If we'd tried talking to him, just stopped by to see him...you know, be an actual friend to him..."


"Except he wasn't our friend then, he was Tadashi's little brother."


The mild glare Fred gave her was short lasting, but she did see it.


"So if you knew about this, why did you ask me to hang out with him? You were there already," he pointed out, giving her a curious look.


"I'm not exactly the comforting type Fred, that's more of Honey Lemon's thing," pausing as his 'look' remained fixed, she buckled. "And I saw you on one of those Big Brother Big Sister fliers...I thought, you know, you would be better with that sort of thing."


While the glare was gone, a rather powerful frown of disappointment was present.


"That's what everyone says GoGo, and it's half the problem."


"Hm?"


"Find someone else to help them, to deal with it, someone who knows what they're doing. That's just an excuse."


"I-that's not true Fred. I just...I don't know what to do with this kind of...that okay? This isn't like helping someone up that scraped their knee, or driving someone that broke a bone to the hospital. Hiro's messed up, seriously, and majorly messed up, and he's been bottled up in that room for three months like a pressure cooker."


"He's a kid GoGo, not a time bomb."


"Really? Could have fooled me after what he did at the bunker," she fired back.


Narrowing his eyes, but frown still in place, Fred shook his head in disbelief. "Are you actually...afraid of Hiro?"


The image of Baymax looming over her, fist raised and red eyes blazing flashed across her memory.


"Not...exactly...of him, just what he might do."


"That's the same thing; you can't just start thinking like that. He's one of the good guys remember? He proved that, he's still proving it now. He's sitting by himself, in that room, blaming himself for his brother's death and what Callaghan did, all for us. I don't know if I could do that if I was in his shoes."


When he saw that his point had completely missed the mark he knew he'd have to explain it to her.


"After what happened at the exhibition hall, what did we do for him? We sent him an E-card GoGo, one E-card, that's it, until Baymax called us and asked us to help him at the docks. And since then, we haven't exactly given him any reasons to protect us."


"Can't you just...Big Brother him?"


Another disappointed sigh, another head shake. "Un-believable, you're really that afraid of him?"


"I'm NOT afraid of him Fred, I just...look, we know that Hiro, is capable of things that are dangerous. It takes certain triggers, but it can happen. Do you really think it's a good idea for anyone that doesn't know what they are doing to try and help him? Me of all people especially? I'm not supportive, and I'm certainly not maternal, period. Hiro needs help, from someone that can help him."


"What he needs, is someone to care, and to try. Even if you mess up, just being there is the first step to helping, and believe me, it will go a long way. That's the first thing they teach us when we sign up to be Bigs."


"Bigs?"


"Yeah, Big Brothers, Big Sisters, we're called Big's, and the kids, well, they're Little's. We're given training, its months before we're made active, and we have to take quite a few tests. But believe me, just being there, just having someone that cares goes a long way. It's not what you do or what you say as much as its being there to do it or being there to say it. A lot of times they'll tell you what they really need, you just have to be patient and listen to them." When his friend still wouldn't look him in the eye, Fred shook his head.


"GoGo, you owe him, big time. Is it really that big of a deal for you to try and be there to help him out? Just a little bit?"


"Didn't you say all of us owe him?" she countered.


"Yeah, I did, and as far as I'm concerned this entire city should line up to kiss his ass and be thankful to walk the same ground he does. For now we have to be careful, but at the same time we need to do what we can. You have two classes a day and work part time."


"You're unemployed and loaded."


"Uh, yeah, 'unemployed', I'm the mascot for two college football teams, audit SFIT's finances and exams, head up the local 'Take Back Our Block', chapter leader for San Fransokyo's 'Make Our City Green', and have three Little's to mentor."


"Three? What's normal?" GoGo asked, still trying to use that same angle to help needle her friend.


"One," he replied flatly.


"Oh..."


"Yeah, 'oh', look I don't know what you're problem is or why you are so desperate to not help Hiro, but I hope you won't do what most of these kids parents do and just sit on your thumbs and let someone else take care of them. I'm going to do what I can and try to find out what's going on, whose watching Hiro and why. It might just be they want to know who we are, but there might be more to it."


Reaching across the table and surprising GoGo by taking her hand in his, he continued.


"It's easy, I know, to just ignore someone when they need help. It's easy to excuse yourself and say that you don't have the time, you don't know what to do, or just flat out not care. But I really don't think that's the kind of person you are. You're the anti-heroine, cold, standoffish, and harsh on the outside, but brave, loyal, and caring on the inside."


Pulling her hand from his, GoGo groaned.


"Can't you just take care of this, please?"


Flashing a now full blown goofy grin, Fred shook his head.


"Nope, you're the one that went to see him, you're the one that's already got an in with him, and you're the best one out of us to help him."


Looking up with a confused but wiry glare, GoGo knew she was going to regret this, but she had to know.


"Already has an in with him? The best of us to help him? Mind explaining that a bit better?"


"Well, between the four of us, Wasabi would be...yeah, do we really need to explain why he would be a bad idea? Honey Lemon, honestly I'm worried about, something is wrong but she isn't talking. I've already got my work cut out for me and if it *is* the military or government then I need to be really carefully because of my family."


"And me?"


"You have the most free time, you're the most mentally and emotionally stable, and most importantly, you gave the kid his first girl hug. That kind of thing sticks with guys."


Scoffing, GoGo was an inch away from slapping him.


"Fred! I'm serious, he needs-"


"And I'm serious too. It doesn't seem like a big deal to you, but to him? You were there for him back at the garage, and you were the one who visited him. Those two small acts give you a foothold that none of us have. The girl hug thing, also, true fact, no guy ever forgets their first anything with a girl."


"Oh yeah? Who was your first 'girl hug'?" GoGo asked, mostly mocking but somewhat curious.


"First girl hug? Sandy Miller, sixth grade, I gave her a pink rose for Valentine's Day because I thought she was cute."


Now dumbfounded, she was unprepared for Fred's continued assault.


"Which actually gives you another bonus..." Holding up his hands to form a frame around her in his view, Fred smirked. "A little time with a hot girl brightens up any guy's day; you're a solid eight so-guewf!" Pulling back his foot Fred hissed. "Okay, nine, solid nine, definitely."


"He's a kid Fred."


"He's a teenager GoGo. His head is a mess, but at least if he's focused on and thinking about you, he isn't focused on or thinking about anything bad...well, bad maybe but not negative. I'm not saying you should flirt with him or hit on him, just spend a little time with him. Trust me, when you're alone, just having someone that wants to spend time with you is a huge thing. When it's a pretty girl? It adds a little extra to it, makes you feel better about yourself."


"So...I just what? Sit there and talk to him?"


"Sure, it would be a lot better if you sat there and listened to him though, get him to start talking, open him up a little, and then just let him do the rest." Seeing that she still didn't look convinced, Fred flashed his usual warm and friendly smile. "I get that you're worried, you think you'll screw up and just make things worse for him. But you have to trust me here, just try, you'll be fine. You don't need to be a grief counselor or some kind of shrink to help him, just be his friend."


The deep and heartfelt conversation was interrupted by an alarm buzzing. Fred frowned and checked his phone.


"Whoa! Man I am LATE! I've got to get home and changed for tonight's patrol," bolting up he nearly knocked over GoGo's table in his rush.


"Wait, patrol? What are you talking about?"


"I told you already, Take Back Our Block, it's a neighborhood watch group, and I'm supposed to meet up with the local Guardian Angel's chapter tonight for some talks."


Already at the door, Fred stopped and turn on his heel, grabbed the (now cold) box of ramen from her counter before charging back out the door, chugging said box of noodles like an energy drink he was gone.


Now very much alone with her thoughts, she was no closer to an answer than she had been earlier.


It might seem strange for me to dedicate and honor the memory of someone who not many of you know. But I wish to take a moment to explain why I chose to do so. You see, five years ago I was robbed. Someone broke into my home and stole my laptop, my backup hard drives, and a number of other things. That laptop and those drives contained all of my works, all of my notes, and my archives. Nearly ten gigs of word documents, stories, poems, and art either done by myself or by friends, family or just authors and artist I was a fan of. Many of those people are no longer here today, having died over the course of years, quite a few didn't have internet. This means that quite a few of the works I had on that laptop and those drives were the only copies that existed, they can never be recovered.


So, between loosing over a decade of my own work and my archives, I lost any and all desire to continue working on my stories. That's why you see a rather large gap in my fics, from 2010 to recent months. My character notes, outlines, brainstorming, everything was gone.


Then a little over a year ago, my editor, Kenju, happened to introduce me to Monty Oum's work, to be more specific, RWBY. To anyone who hasn't seen it, the only way I could describe it would be to say, imagine a world that combines the original Brother's Grim fairytales with The Matrix, Bleach, Yugioh and a little bit of Naruto (before it sucked). That's a thumbnail and a gross oversimplification of the series. I strongly recommend anyone who hasn't seen it to check it out and to give it a try.


Monty's love and his passion not only for his work but his fans and fandom was able to stoke the all but dead embers of creativity I had and nurse them back to health over the course of the last year as I came to enjoy the world he created and gave to his fans to play with. He listened to his fans, talked to them, made changes when they voiced their concerns, and even reached out to help a few when he could. That's why after leaving a little run down movie theater two months ago, I decided to once again take up the pen and try my hand at giving the world something to enjoy, even if it's just a small corner that few would ever know.


So, thank you for taking the time to read this, and I hope that those of you who have come to enjoy my work will continue to do so. I'm still...shaky and haven't quite found my writing legs yet. Even when I was at my peak I was never the most confident of writers, so if I make mistakes please let me know so that I might improve, so that in turn I can give my readers and even better story to enjoy. I also ask that if you have the time, please, take just a moment to write a review, not just here, but to any story you read. Artist can only improve if we know where we need improvement, and just as Monty was fond of commenting, we artist thrive on our fans and their feedback, their praise, or just their thoughts and opinions. There is no greater joy for an artist, be they a painter or a writer, than knowing their fans enjoy and appreciate their work.


Issue # 5
Chapter Summary


After the defeat of the Yokai, life returns to normal for the people of San Fransokyo. But how long can it remain that way? A story of life and death, discovery and defeat, young love and loss, watch as this group of (not so) normal collage students are thrown into a new world, one of their own creation.


"Greetings true believers and welcome to the exciting world of the Big Hero 6! Last time we learned that the fearless GoGo Tomago isn't quite as fearless as she would like the world to believe. Wanting to help her team's leader, but unsure of what action to take, she sought assistance from the mysterious yet insightful Fred Lee, a mystical sage whose knowledge and experience are matched only by his dashing good looks and awesome sign spinning prowess."


"Fred! Are you still in there? Sweetie, are you okay? You've been in the bathroom for over an hour!"


"Mom! I'm fine!"


"Are you sure? If you're having problems, Heathcliff can bring you a glass of prune juice! It always helps your father when he has trouble going!"


"I said I'm fine mom!"


*Cough* "Now forced to choose between remaining in the shadows of cowardice, or pursuing the awesome light of justice and right, will she be willing to chose the…uh, right choice, or will the young heroic leader Hiro forever remain in the darkness?"


Grinning like an idiot Fred gave two thumbs up to the bathroom mirror. "Man, dad's right, that is totally awesome!"


"Fredy, honey, Heathcliff is bringing you some stool softener; it should help you with your problem!"


"Mom!"


"Not bad Fred, you are learning! I'm so proud of you!"


"Dad?!"


"But you forgot the most important part, Excelsior!"


Fred watched as his father flew away yet again, his three engine jetpack leaving a stream of red, white and blue smoke across the sky.


Disclaimer: I do not own Big Hero 6, not even the DVD (yet). Any similarities between this story and works by another author is purely coincidental and not a conspired attempt at influencing the fan base in any way ;)


With that out of the way, here it is, hot off the presses! Heroes Rising: Issue #5!


Another sleepless night followed by another long and grueling morning of lectures, capped off with a fruitless waste of hours in the lab had GoGo ready to pull her hair out.


On the one hand, she felt bad for Hiro, obviously who wouldn't? He lost his brother, his best friend and his idol, all wrapped up with a big bow of 'screw you' from the city he nearly died protecting. The very same city that now saw him as some sort of threat. As much as she hated to admit it the more she thought about it the more she could see that Fred was right. That alone she knew was a bad sign.


She (like everyone else in San Fransokyo) owed him her life. The Nerd Lab group owed him a second debt however thanks to the 'upgrades' he had given them. No they hadn't gone running around fighting crime or selling their gear to the military, but the suits Hiro made for them were based on their projects, scaled down or applied in a different way all together.


When designing her maglev blade suit she had voiced concerns over the aerodynamics and weight issues the battery for the electromagnetic system would cause. Sure it wasn't huge, but a ten pound battery strapped to your back would wear you down over time, especially when rollerblading compared to bicycling.


She had been so focused on working out the polarity balancing system that she hadn't considered the battery issue until they were almost finished, but the kid had factored in and planned around the additional weight since they started. Not only was it simple, but it was safer, more efficient, and provided multiple redundant backups.


Rather than a single large battery, her suit used multiple smaller ones. The weight was more in the end, nearly twenty five pounds instead of twelve, but evenly distributed across her body instead of just her back. This way each disk had its own independent power source, two batteries in each gauntlet and two in each boot, the first being the primary power source while the second was a back up. Also while independent, they were all connected through the suits electromagnetic stabilizing system, which monitored and adjusted its electromagnetic field according to her body movements and actions.


This insured a thrown disk would only return to an open magnetic 'docking port' and not just randomly fly back at her. It also meant that if her suit was damaged, even so far as losing both primary and backup power to any one disc, it would simply be redistributed from the others to maintain her electromagnetic field as if nothing had happened.


But that hadn't been the end of it, no, not by a long shot.


Two additional batteries were also worked into the suits design, one on her back and another on her torso. She had pointed out that it would be more efficient to just have one large battery instead, that it would have far more capacity, but he counterpointed that the suit was intended for not only high speed but also combat. That meant they had to take into account her getting hit or running into something eventually. A single large power source would only be a liability then, and the more backups she had the more it could handle.


As he explained this he also went into great detail about the batteries themselves and how the suit functioned. The boot discs, which required the most power, were actually run by the batteries in her gauntlets, which were larger than the batteries in her boots, while in turn the wrist discs were powered by the smaller batteries in her boots. This reduced the suits drag profile and aerodynamic resistance, which in turn reduced how much work she had to do to start moving and keep moving. The larger batteries contained within her gauntlets she was surprised to learn were not only due to the greater energy needed to power her 'rollerblades' but also doubled as weights, increasing the force of her punches and even worked with her natural body movements to assist with balance and propelling her. On top of that the entire battery system also served as a form of armor to help protect her.


During that brief time together in Fred's lab that night, she found herself more and more in awe of just how smart he really was. Not only did he understand how her invention worked, but had expanded on it in every way imaginable, all the while doing the same thing for the others, designing his own suit and Baymax's armor. From start to finish, concept to design to completion it had all been done in a single day.


One day. It had taken her a year to come up with her maglev bike and get it to the point it was now. Wasabi had spent three years developing his plasma containment generator. And Honey Lemon? Hiro microconverted a hundred years of scientific discovery into a purse that could make everything from glue foam to a hydrogen bomb with a few keystrokes.


When that thought settled into her mind, she finally realized just what Fred had meant after Hiro left them behind at the bunker. At the time she had only thought about Hiro's microbots, how much damage they could do combined with the fact he had created them. But Fred hadn't just mentioned the microbots in his warning; he mentioned their suits as well. Magnetic blades that could be launched and would return without effort. Plasma fields that could cut through anything. Boots that would allow a person to jump ten stores in a single leap combined with a lightweight flamethrower. A miniature chemistry set with infinite uses. A flight capable jetpack with rocket fists and a computer chip containing a complete encyclopedia on karate.


All this and he was just fourteen.


Eyes wide, she had stared at the ceiling well into the night, for the first time truly understanding just what a prodigy really was.


She wasn't dumb, obviously. In fact she was quite smart, she was proud of herself and her accomplishments. Of course she also acknowledged that there were in fact people out there smarter than her, she was reminded every time Honey Lemon opened her mouth and barfed up a mass of science that left her feeling like her first day in trig class all over again. But there was a difference between the two. Honey Lemon simply knew more, like a computer with superior memory capacity. By that line of thinking however if Honey Lemon was a computer, Hiro was a sentient robot.


At worst, a Terminator.


She had shuddered as once again the image of Baymax's glowing red eyes flashed across her memory, now coupled by Fred's warning.


'All he needs is a reason.'


This of course brought the other hand into play. In the back of her mind she knew that on some level she was afraid of Hiro. It wasn't a sense of morbid dread, she didn't think he would just up and kill her or anyone for no reason. No, her fear came from what she knew him to be capable of. On the surface Hiro was quiet, shy, unsure of himself and very awkward around others. But at his core was something else entirely. Determination, an iron will, and unstoppable resolve all powered by a heart burning with rage.


The others had chalked it up to what had happened, the truth of his brother's death coming to light combined with who was at fault. At the time she went along with the idea, it made perfect sense after all. Besides, while none of them would have gone as far as to try and kill their former professor, all four of them would have been more than happy to knock his lights out if given the chance. The more she thought about it now though, the more that theory bothered her.


Anger, yes. She could understand that easily enough. Who wouldn't have been angry in his place? But anger and rage were two different things, and what they had seen that night was unmistakably rage. Callaghan hadn't caused anything, he'd simply let something already there out of its cage.


In the end however guilt and paranoia won out over fear, leading her to where she was now. Once again standing in line at the Lucky Cat Café.


"Hello and welcome to-GoGo?"


Smiling weakly at Cass, she leaned foward with her arms out as though to hug her, returning the gesture from her previous visit. The older woman blinked, and then smiled, pulling her into an embrace. That tiny twinge of guilt tugging just slightly harder when she heard the woman sniffle as she pulled away. If she noticed GoGo was awkward or uncomfortable with the hug she ignored it in favor of the tiny bit of comfort the gesture gave her.


"How things holding up?"


Cass frowned for a moment, but then smiled. GoGo could tell it was plastered on and fake as a three dollar bill.


"Well, same as they were," Cass offered simply.


Nodding, GoGo motioned her head towards the stairs. It was small, but Cass picked it up all the same and GoGo was surprised to see the older woman now sporting a smaller but genuine smile.


"If you want to talk to Hiro you can," her eyes were all but pleading.


*Pop*


Smiling, GoGo nodded and made her way around to the stairs, closing the doorway behind her. She could literally hear Cass's beaming smile behind her as she followed the now known path upstairs.


Sticking her head in the doorway, she wasn't the least bit surprised to see a nearly identical picture as last time. An empty room with the only signs of life being a motionless lump of covers and blankets on one of the beds. At one end she could see a bare foot sticking out and as she drew closer she could hear his light snores muffled by his pillow. Standing over him she shook her head.


"If I had the cops watching my every move, following me everywhere I went, I'd be all over this city, probably the entire state." Eyes narrowing she almost scoffed. "I get what he's doing, but really? This is just sad. He's giving them a free paycheck."


Closing the remaining distance between them she grabbed hold of his self made cacoon and yanked it back, tossing it aside with a flourish. "Oyi! Wake up nerd!"


With the most shrill, girlish scream she had ever heard in her life, the teen launched from his bed and rolled to the other side for cover. It was a good solid minute before he peaked over the edge of the mattress up at her.


"GoGo?"


"Yep, now come on, get dressed; we're going for a ride."


Standing to his full (and unimpressive) height he answered intelligently, "Huh?"


"I said we're going for a ride. Get dressed. If you're not ready in two minutes I'm dragging you out as is," she warned.


Dressed only in his boxers, she frowned at what she saw.


"Christ kid, don't you ever eat?"


"Wha?" looking down and seeing that she was staring at his bare chest he gave a yip before covering himself with his arms.


"What are you doing here?!"


*Pop*


"I dropped by to see how you were doing. Now I'm dragging your skinny ass out to grab a bite to eat."


"Scrawny?"


"I can see your ribs, and...is that your spine?" she asked, leaning forward slightly and giving a serious look of concern. It was of course an act, just to get him riled up.


It worked.


"I, you can't just-"


"I can, I am, and I will. Hiro, you're so skinny and pale that you could pass for the ghost of Michel Jackson."


"If I set one foot-" he started in a whisper but she waved his concerns aside.


"Yeah yeah, police and government spooks are out to get you. I haven't seen anyone either time I dropped by," pausing when she saw he was going to cut her off, her glare was enough to say it all. 'Shut up and go with it.' "And if they are stalking you, then why the hell are you just sitting cooped up in here all day? Nobody should get paid to sit all day and do nothing."


"GoGo..."


"Oh for," face palming she decided to try and use a touch of charm. "Hiro, you have a girl in your bedroom, offering to take you out to eat. Do I really need to spell it out for you?" Okay so not as much charm as it was ridicule, shaming and blackmailing his gender.


"L-like a date?" His face was now officially as red as a tomato.


"Sure, date, whatever, get dressed."


When he just stood there staring at her she felt an eyebrow twitch.


*Pop* "NOW!"


With another yip he bolted, this time to his dresser, then to the bathroom at the other end of the room.


Chuckling and shaking her head, she knew she'd have to set him straight, but that could wait until after they were-


"Oh crap."


It was in mild panic that she patted down her jacket and only a mild sigh of relief when she found her wallet. "Hmmm twenty bucks, not much, but should be enough...as long as I don't need any gas." Her thinking was cut short when Hiro emerged from the bathroom, trying and failing to get his shirt on (backwards, she noticed) as quickly as possible.


"Either I scared the daylights out of him, or..."


"Okay, okay, see? Ready!"


*Pop*


"Yep, scared the daylights out of him," she thought with a smirk.


Heading down the stairs she could tell he was worried, but she waved it off, telling him he was just being paranoid.


"GoGo? How is...Hiro?"


Standing in the middle of the stairwell was Cass, wearing an expression somewhere between dumbfounded and overjoyed.


"Hey, you don't mind if I take him out for a bit do you?"


"You, but, he, uh?"


Giving what she hoped was a comforting smirk she continued. "I'll have him back by his bed time, I promise," she teased.


"Hey!"


That's when she saw the tears starting to well up in the older woman's eyes and for the third time in as many days felt her heart twisting. When she found the time, she was going to have a word with the others about this. She pushed that thought to the back of her mind, right now there were more important things she needed to take care of. Like keeping Hiro from seeing his aunt's reaction to all this.


Thinking fast she put an arm around the back of Hiro's neck and pushed his head down, knowing that if he saw Cass crying he'd probably just go back upstairs and hole himself up again.


"See you when we get back," she chirped, but Cass stopped her before getting too far.


"Why," clearing her throat she started again "why don't you use the back entrance? Less traffic, you know?"


Reading between the lines GoGo got the message loud and clear. There were cops downstairs, and more than likely Cass had been coming to warn her when she ran into the duo heading out.


Nodding in thanks, GoGo lead (read dragged) Hiro out the back entrance as Cass headed back into the cafe.


"Woah."


Arms crossed and smirk in place, GoGo watched as the young teen carefully walked up to her ride, almost like one would a skittish cat.


"This is yours?"


"What? You thought that soccer mom minivan was mine?"


"B-but, th-this is, it's a Kawasaki H2R Ninja! They only made these things for a year before they canceled the entire line."


Smiling GoGo was happy to see his knowledge went beyond just robotics, chemistry, electronics and theoretical sciences.


"A two-speed centrifugal supercharger on a nine hundred and ninety eight cubic centimeter single line double overhead camshaft engine..."


"Nice huh?" Okay, she had to admit; now she was impressed. He really knew his stuff.


"More like nuts, how on-WHY on earth would you ride something like this? Are you completely-wait, what's that?"


Smile gone and eyes narrowed in annoyance, it perked back up when she noticed him looking closer at a particular piece of hardware, a very special piece of hardware.


"Is...is...is that?"


"A turbocharger? Yep, did it myself. Not bad huh?"


Eyes wide, the boy looked at her like she just asked him if he wanted to set himself on fire.


"Why on earth would you put a turbocharger on that thing?! It has a built in supercharger already! Thats like putting booster rockets on a missile!"


Eyes now upward at the mention of booster rockets, she caught herself before getting too far ahead.


There was always the weekend after all.


"Hiro, didn't you ever wonder where my nickname came from?"


"Nickname?"


At first she was confused, but then it hit her. Jaw dropping, it took a moment for GoGo's brain to reboot. When it did, she was doubled over laughing.


"Oh my god, did you really thin-HAHAHAHA! Seriously? Did you really think GoGo was my name?"


His face once again red with embarrassment, and once again she managed to pull herself together. Sure the laughing had stopped but she was grinning from ear to ear like the cat that ate the canary. Patting him on the shoulder she looked him over before handing him her helmet.


"Put that on, and I'll show you where my nickname came from," she told him as she climbed onto her ride. Zipping up her jacket she pulled out a pair of ear buds and was putting them in when she looked back over at him. She could see him eyeing the helmet, then her, then the door back inside.


"Come on Hiro, I've never wiped out on my girl before, and I'm not going to start now. None of the points on my record are from accidents, I swear."


That didn't comfort him anywhere near as much as she hoped it would.


"But...I...don't think this is a good idea. I mean, if, you know?" He gave a helpless look.


"Hiro, I don't know what's going on, but I think you're making a bigger deal over this than it really is. I doubt the police are really following you and your aunt around every time you set foot outside your home."


"And if they are?"


"Then they'll have their work cut out for them today."


She was of course lying through her teeth, but he didn't need to know that. She had seen someone watching them from a parked car across the street since the moment they stepped outside. Still her smirk was confident and it didn't waver. That was apparently enough to convince him to listen to her.


"What about you? Don't you need a helmet?" he asked as he finally put it on and moved around to the back of her bike.


*Snort*


"Legally? No, not within San Fransokyo city limits. Woman up and hop on."


Gingerly and cautiously he got onto the back of the seat, trying to maintain as much distance between them as he could.


*Sigh*


"It's Honey Lemon all over again."


"Hey, if you sit like that, you're going to fall off the second we start moving. Scoot up." Looking over her shoulder she saw he had moved up, just barely. Rolling her eyes she shook her head.


"Hiro," pausing, she mentally cringed. "do you trust me?" It was a simple statement, but the hard look she gave him spoke in volumes. He frowned, pursed his lips for a moment, then nodded. "Then you need to listen to me okay? I'm a pretty good driver, but these things require balance to work, just like a bicycle, you've ridden a bicycle before right?" Seeing him nod again she continued. "I'll keep it tame, to let you get use to it, but I need you to work with me alright?"


"Y-yeah, sure, alright," his voice cracked. "Bu-but, I've never, um, ridden, on a motorcycle before, just Ta-Tadashi's moped."


GoGo chuckled and shook her head, smiling at his frown. "You're telling me after flying across the city, doing all those barrel rolls and flips on Baymax's back, holding on with magnets, you're afraid of my bike?"


Hiro's frown deepened. "Baymax was a robot, with a flight simulation program and a thousand sensors giving him real time data."


"He also had zero flight experience. I've been driving for almost four years now, three of them on bikes." When he didn't respond she reached back and grabbed one of his arms, ignoring his protesting and put it around her midsection, held it in place, then reached back with her other hand and did the same with it. "This, is the equator, understand?"


"Uh?"


"Your hands go north or south of the equator; bad things happen, got it?" Seeing realization hit him like a truck, she was ready for his reaction, holding his hands in place as he tried to yank them away from her. "Hey! Quit it, I put your hands there so it's okay. Just don't move them too much and you'll be fine. You said that you trust me, so how about showing it alright?" She felt guilty for using his trust in such a way, but the longer they were sitting there the more nervous she felt. Something just wasn't right, they were being watched, but by a lot more eyes than just the ones from across the street.


Thankfully Hiro seemed to get the message and stopped struggling to get his hands out from under hers. Patting them, she leaned forward and used her foot to push up the kickstand. Before starting her ride she looked over her shoulder one last time at her passenger. "I'll keep it slow for a bit, but I have to at least stay above the minimum speed limit," words she never in her life thought she would utter "but let me know when you're feeling up to me letting her out okay?"


"How am I supposed to do that?"


"Hm?"


"GoGo, this bike has more horsepower than most small engine aircraft."


"...good point...eh, just, lean in and hold tighter."


"Wh-" his question was cut off by the sound of an engine the likes of which Hiro had never imagined. A whine and three short coughs were all it took for the beast to rise, not even two seconds from ignition to living and breathing. It was at this point that Hiro remember the rather infamous nickname this particular bike had earned.


Fire breather


The sudden noise hadn't frightened him as much as it startled him, and of course his natural reaction had been to tighten his hold on the young woman in front of him, clinging to her light a frightened cat hanging from a tree.


Oh what a mistake that had been.


A high pitch whine was the only warning he had as the motorcycles oversized and overpowered engine quickly woke from its slumber. Mentally he could see it working, the turbocharger accelerating and sucking in every ounce of air it could pull before compressing and forcing it into submission.


Again the turbocharger gave a high pitch whine, but this time it was accompanied by the deep guttural roar of the engine itself. This of course startled Hiro a second time. Hiro, now clinging to GoGo like a steel bear trap, had just signed his own death warrant.


With a flick of her wrist GoGo set the black beast into gear. Leaning heavily to her side GoGo spun the bike around, using her leg as a pivot point to face the open road in a quick burn out before releasing the breaks.


To put simply, the world moved.


Peeling down the small back road behind the Hamada house, it took only an instant for them to reach the far end where GoGo brought the bike to a stop just as quickly as she had brought it to life. Hiro's heart, now tied with that of a humming bird's, had only a moment to realize they had stopped moving, and even less time to realize it was due to the stop sign at the end of the road.


By the time his brain had processed this it was already too late, and once again they were moving, now on the busy streets of San Fransokyo.


Two seconds, that was all it took, two seconds and he could both hear and feel the bike beginning to shake, its transmission having reached the limit of its first gear. This was followed by a pause shorter than a heartbeat as its second gear came to life. The response was immediate, lunging forward like a predator it accelerated further, the roaring whine of the engine increasing in both power and pitch until again there was the shake and tremor of the gearbox reaching its limit.


Only a second and a half had passed since the first shift.


Hiro's brain was already having trouble keeping up, and they hadn't even hit third yet. Feeling a tight pain in his chest the boy realized he had been holding his breath since GoGo had turned the ignition switch.


"Breath, breath Hiro," he coached himself as the seat under him rippled with power. Feeling it shifting to third he was unprepared when GoGo leaned to the side and brought them over into the acceleration lane.


"Uh oh"


Thought turned out to be slower than action. Or, at least his thoughts were slower than her actions.


Half a heartbeat later he felt the familiar shaking tremor of an overstressed gear.


"This thing is red lining through every gear in under three seconds! What kind of person would be insane enough to actually WANT one of these?!"


As if to respond the bike shifted into fourth.


That turned out to be a completely different experience all together.


So affixed to the sounds and the jerking of acceleration, Hiro had only just started to notice they weren't actually moving much. His analytical mind quickly figured out the reason, especially when the fourth gear kicked in.


"Normally it just has the supercharger, and they only start working once you're actually moving at a nominal speed for the intake scoop to have enough air resistance to power it. She put the turbocharger on it to boost acceleration to force feed the supercharger."


It was like the holographic display he had used when designing their suits. He could see the inner working of the motorcycles engine down to the finest detail and the math behind every aspect of it. This of course only caused him to panic further as he could see the numbers and equations along with the visual of the engine itself.


Power generated by supercharger equal to air resistance present to feed it. Air resistance to feed it equal to current movement speed and profile of bike multiplied by aerodynamic drag. Turbocharger increases acceleration and 'burns' through low gears to reach top speed as quickly as possible. High acceleration equals high resistance to feed supercharger. Increased resistance to feed supercharger equals increased speed. Increased speed equals increased resistance to feed supercharger.


GoGo had created not a perpetual motion engine, but a perpetual acceleration engine. The entire system fed itself, gaining speed based on how fast it was already going.


The fraction of a second it took for Hiro's brain to compute this was only marginally faster than the time it took for the (formerly dormant) supercharger to do what it was designed to do.


While still a 'whining roar' the sound of the engine was now distinctly different from what it had been a moment ago. The only way he could describe it was like an eco effect, a reverberation of the engine that wasn't as high pitch. Of course this was nothing compared to the physical effect from GoGo dropping them into fourth.


First to second had been a jump. Second to third had been a lunge. Third to fourth? The nearest Hiro could describe it was...


"AHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"


Of course his screams were drowned out by the beast itself.


GoGo leaned to the side again, zipping them around a bus, before leaning back to the opposite side and guiding them around a car and back into the acceleration lane. This was followed by a sharp lean that angled them almost enough for the bike to fall over on its side, mostly due to Hiro. Thankfully his fear had long since paralyzed his muscles into a vice grip on the (clearly insane) driver he was now at the mercy of. All of this however didn't frighten him anywhere near as much as when he realized why she had made that steep angled turn.


They were getting on an interstate ramp.


Residential zone highway speed limit. Thirty five miles per hour.


Interstate speed limit. Seventy five miles per hour.


Charging up the ramp without even a hint of deceleration, Hiro knew things were about to get bad.


If only he know how bad.


Fourth gear was unwinding, fast, despite GoGo weaving in and out between cars, trucks, busses, and all other manner of wheeled vehicle that dared stand in her way or even try to slow her down. Key word of course being try as there seemed to be no force on heaven, earth, or hell that could actually do so.


"This is-she's-wh-"


A shuddering whine and tremble below for once calmed him, fourth was at its limit. She was at her limit.


The quick drop in RPM's was followed by the clunk of a fifth gear falling into place.


"Oh shiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"


Clamping down on GoGo with all the strength his arms had left, Hiro was positive that right now, at this very moment, he was going to die. Not get hurt, not get maimed, but die.


Eyes squeezed tight Hiro waited for the inevitable end to come. A car turning without a signal, a rock on the road, a piece of glass, a nail, a change in the winds direction, anything that made just the tiniest of shifts that would send both of them into a fiery explosion of fire and death.


Now flush against her, Hiro couldn't understand it. Why it was she wanted to die and take him with her. What had he done? Had he accidently insulted her? Was it something he said? Something he did? That's when he noticed something.


"Wait...we're not dead?" Cracking one eye open, it was to see GoGo effortlessly gliding them around traffic, same as she had been doing since they started down what Hiro would forever call the highway to hell.


Feeling brave enough to open his other eye, Hiro raised his head slightly from her back to look around them. The interstate was as traffic laden as ever, with barely any room or space between each vehicle, yet GoGo was dancing between the vehicles as easily as one would step over the crack in the sidewalk. Sure they were all moving pretty fast, but nowhere near as fast.


Heart pounding in his throat and all but hyperventilating, Hiro couldnt understand how she was so calm.


No, not calm, it was more than that, he could literally feel it.


Under his left hand he could feel her heart was beating steadily, just as under his right hand he could feel her breathing was just as normal as anyone would expect of someone resting or relaxing. Beyond that however was what he found most unusual. Well, more unusual than her being perfectly calm and at ease despite the speeds they were moving at or the near reflex level twitch steering she had proven capable of.


There was just something...about her he couldn't wrap his head around. Not an 'aura' or anything like that, but more of a presence. These thoughts ran in the back of his mind as GoGo weaved through the lanes to an exit ramp, and for the first time since they had started this mad dash of insanity decelerated as they joined the highways traffic.


"I don't recognize this place...where are we?" Looking around for some hint or clue, Hiro couldn't find a single familiar landmark along the busy streets. It was packed, but traffic was moving at a steady pace. To either side as far as the eye could see was row after row of restaurants and diners with the odd department store every few blocks. Flashing lights and brightly lit signs decorated the building fronts, very few of them were in English he noticed. It wasn't until he started noticing the unique shapes and designs of the buildings that it hit him.


There were in China Town.


Slowing to a crawl (in comparison to earlier) GoGo pulled them aside and parked in front of a small restaurants before looking over her shoulder at him with a raised eyebrow.


"You okay back there?" she asked as she pulled out her ear buds.


Several moments passed as Hiro tried to process everything. For one they had stopped. Second thing he noticed was the engine was now off. He felt GoGo shifting and moving her legs, pushing his own back and looking down saw that she had put down the kickstand.


"Y-yeah, good, I'm good, fine. I think?"


Her eyebrow didn't lower, nor did her expression change.


"You sure you're okay?"


Swallowing, Hiro nodded several times in quick succession, not wanting to provoke her.


"You're absolutely sure?"


"Yeah, I'm fine, just...wow, that was...that was."


"Fun huh?"


"It was insane, but...yeah, that, that was pretty awesome," he replied with a small smile. For the first time in weeks he actually felt kind of...good. Forgetting the bleak darkness he had been mired in and instead just enjoying the moment.


"Really made an impression on yea huh?"


Nodding again his smile was beaming.


"Mind doing me a favor then?"


"Sure, you name it!"


*Pop*


"Would you mind letting go of my breast?"


Blinking, time stopped as Hiro's brain broke down her statement, and then took note of just where his hands happened to be, more specifically the left one. Dimly, the memory of how calm and steady her heartbeat had been as they bull charged down the interstate flashed across his mind.


"I-I, uh, I-I"


*Pop*


"Sometime today would be nice?"


Yanking his hands away from her his mind was a complete mess at war with itself. Half of it demanding him to apologize while the other half screamed at him to beg for mercy.


Rising from the bike, GoGo carefully and calmly removed the helmet he was wearing then lowered herself to look him in the eye.


*Pop*


"I warned you, north or south of the equator and bad things would happen."


"GoGo, I swear, it was an accident-"


*Pop*


Grabbing him by the collar she pulled him so close that their noses were almost touching.


"You have a wallet?"


"Uh, I mean, yes! Yes I have a wallet!" Reaching into his back pocket his shaking hand was barely able to find the thing, but as he was quite sure his life now depended on it, he was able to find it and held it between them like a protective charm.


Rather than taking it, GoGo simply eyed it for a moment. "Anything in it? Money?"


Thinking back, he was fairly certian he had some cash left after the police had raided his room. Checking to be sure however, he felt his chances of survival improve just slightly when he saw there were indeed several fives and a few tens still in there.


"Yyeah, I have, um, some?" *Gulp*


*Pop* "Good, then you're buying, come on." Turning to leave GoGo started for the restaurants entrance.


"...what?"


Pausing she looked over her shoulder. *Pop* "I sprung you out of there, gave you a lift, and you felt me up. I think lunch is more than a fair trade."


"It was an accid-, wait, sprung me out? You threatened to drag me outside in my boxers, that's, that's kidnapping, or at least coercion."


"I gave you a choice and you picked; now come on, the lunch crowd is thinning out and I want to get a good booth before the dinner crowd gets here."


Watching as she left, Hiro swallowed. His entire body shaking he looked down at his now twitching left hand. A small smile growing as he hopped off the bike and ran for the entrance.


Stan's Soapbox


Face Front, True Believers! Time for some more questions from our readers! Since last chapter was a tribute I forwent answering anon reviews from chapter 3 in chapter 4, so I'll be answering those here as well.


Naflah chapter 3 . Jan 29: Aww,, thanks for mentioning me! I thanked you so much! Beh, fred's dad sure is hilarious. (-_-) Anyway, good chapter! Wanna see more HiroGo! :3


No problem, always happy to answer my readers questions when I can, I want this story to be as enjoyable as possible to as many of my readers as possible. The Chronicles of Stan and Fred will be a regular part of this story, I promise. As for wanting to see more HiroGo, I hope this chapter gave you a little taste. I'll say this right now however; it's going to be some time before they are an actual couple. Relationships take time, especially when there is an age gap like this one.


Uniasus chapter 3 . Jan 31: I loved all the details of Gogo's delivery. Super vivid and gave us both an good image of what she was doing and what she was thinking. Keep it up!


I'm glad to hear you enjoyed my first attempt at writing parkour! I was worried that people would find it overly detailed and boring, especially since it took up most of the chapter. The goal was to show GoGo as an athletic young woman who loves not only speed but freedom in a general sense. These factors will play an important role in the future.


Urazz chapter 4 . Feb 2: Glad you updated! I can feel a bit bad for Gogo as she does feel out of her depth with Hiro and is afraid of what he can do. I can definitely understand her wanting one of the others to help Hiro out instead but I think she'll come around.


We'll be trying our best to keep this story updating as regularly as possible, so your appreciation is greatly welcomed! Likewise I'm glad that I was able to get across GoGo's mental and emotional state since this is a very important chapter. There is more going on and things that haven't been revealed yet, key details of her past that will be coming to light to help explain things better.


That Weird Girl chapter 4 . Feb 4: Your story's pretty good, and we see that Fred's more useful then we think. Quite a twist, might I add! I read the whole page of Chapter 4, and I'm really sorry. But hey; whenever you need it, if you vent out feelings anywhere, there will be one person who cares. Love this story! :)


I am glad that you have enjoyed the story so far, and hope you will continue to in the future. Believe it or not most of what was used for Fred in this chapter is all based on information given to us by the books and site, in short, all that stuff Fred does in his free time? Its canon not made up. As for Monty's passing and what happened in the past, it's still there, but I'm trying not to dwell on it. To dwell on Monty's death would be to dishonor his memory as he was a firm believer in using every experience as inspiration rather than to let it hold you back or stop you.


That's all for now, but be sure to pick up your next issue when they hit the stands! Until then, always remember, Excelsior!


Issue # 6
Chapter Summary


After the defeat of the Yokai, life returns to normal for the people of San Fransokyo. But how long can it remain that way? A story of life and death, discovery and defeat, young love and loss, watch as this group of (not so) normal collage students are thrown into a new world, one of their own creation.


(For future reference, Fred's mother in my story is voiced by Estelle Harris, should have made that clear previously.)


"Greetings true believers and welcome to the exciting world of the Big Hero 6! Last time after a brief period of unease, GoGo was able to get a hand on the situation with her leader and friend Hiro."


"Meanwhile after a brief startle on GoGo's bike, Hiro got a hand on-" *Ow*


"Fred, what did I tell you, there could be kids-"


*Beeb* *Beeb* *Beeb*


*Sound of vinyl inflating*


"Hello." *Waves* "I am Baymax, your personal healthcare assistant. I was activated in response to you saying 'Ow'.


"Oh crap, no don't scan-"


"Scan complete."


*Fred frowns and glares*


"My analysis indicates you are suffering from, Irritable, Bowl, Syndrome."


"I knew it!"


"Hehehehe, you're in hot water now Freddy."


*Glares*


"Additional scan complete. My analysis indicates you are suffering from, Bowl, Blockage. On a scale of one to ten, how would you rate your pain?"


"HAHAHAHAHAHAHA!"


"That's it, I'm taking you both to see a doctor and get your stomachs pumped! Heathcliff! Heathcliff! Get the car ready!"


"I am capable of performing stomach pumping." *Produces what looks like a bicycle pump*


*Stan and Fred turn to each other and nod before running for the family portrait* "Excelsior!" Both shout as they dart into the hidden room and don twin jetpacks.


Disclaimer: I do not own Big Hero 6, not even the DVD (yet). If I did I would have a team of artist illustrating this and writing it for me instead of posting it here. HiroGo would also have been confirmed by the end of the movie instead of just hinted at and wouldn't have been given mixed signals by the crew.


With that out of the way, here it is, hot off the presses! Heroes Rising: Issue #6!


While the restaurant itself was unfamiliar to him, Hiro had been to San Fransokyo's China Town more than a few times over the years. So he at least knew what to expect from the area.


This however did not prepare him for what he found upon entering the restaurant. The moderate sized crowd was nothing surprising, his aunt *did* run a cafe in their home after all. Nor was he surprised by the large number of Chinese customers. China Town, it was to be expected.


What surprised him was everything else.


Across the walls were kimonos, katana, pictures of samurai warriors or shogun lords, large war fans and even the occasional suit of samurai armor.


Now, history and geography had been far from Hiro's favorite subjects in school, but he was fairly certain that the customers and employees were the only things even remotely Chinese in the entire building.


His observations were cut short when he caught sight of GoGo waving him over to a booth.


A booth less than six feet away from him.


"How did I not see her there?"


Not wanting to keep her waiting and risk any more marks against himself, he quickly slid into the seat across from her and tried to look absolutely anywhere else but her direction.


This foolproof plan to avoid further embarrassment had failed to take one important factor into consideration.


GoGo


"Ouch!, GoGo?! What the heck?!" Pulling his leg up and holding his now very much hurting shin Hiro glared at his attacker.


*Pop*


Pointing her thumb at the waitress waiting patiently, she raised an eyebrow. "Thought you might want something to drink."


"And you had to kick me?"


"No," she replied with what was becoming an all too familiar grin.


*Pop*


Turning his attention to the waitress, who was now tapping her pen Hiro chuckled uncomfortably. "I'll just have, uh, whatever she's having."


Before leaving, the waitress gave the two their menus, Hiro of course taking the opportunity to try and use his as a shield and distraction from the situation.


That and he was slightly miffed with GoGo. His shin hurt.


"Who knew GoGo could kick so-" pausing, he remembered just who it was he was thinking about and mentally face palmed. He made her suit after all, just like he made the others. Fred and Honey Lemon were pretty much average when it came to build, if not a bit thin in Honey Lemon's case. GoGo and Wasabi had been more difficult, same with Baymax.


The problem with Baymax had been his 'huggable' design, to function normally there was a certain amount of air pressure his body regulated to maintain. If he was 'deflated' then it reduced his mobility and balance. It had taken a few tries, but like a ball pressure puzzle he'd managed to get the nurse bot tucked into the armor he'd made without it popping a second time.


GoGo and Wasabi on the other hand, had quite a bit of muscle, and this made giving them armor all but impossible. Initially he had used the scans he took to make them form fitting carbon fiber armor. It was light weight, durable, and could be made pretty quickly, just as he had done for Baymax. What he hadn't taken into account however was the difference between a human's body and a robot's body.


Because of how similar their projects were, and how similar their suits were prior to being 'upgraded' he made them at the same time. Which meant he got to see how badly he screwed up twice at the same time.


There was nothing wrong with the armor itself, painstakingly crafted from his scans it fit them perfectly.


But only as long as they stood perfectly straight with their arms out to their sides.


Wasabi had tried flexing his arms, only for his biceps to actually split the carbon fiber in half, while GoGo...well.


He blushed when he remembered how she fell face first and almost hit the ground. Almost, because he had been so stunned by what Wasabi (self proclaimed as 'just a nerd') had done he didn't notice until she had fallen on top of him.


The problem was that unlike the servos of a robot, muscles bulge when they move, their mass shifting, pulling in one of two directions. The scans he had taken had most of their muscles at rest, so their contours didn't allow for movement.


Simple, basic, obvious. And he had completely overlooked it.


After taking several additional scans, the trio had decided the only way to effectively do anything would be to forgo all but the most basic and critical of protection.


*Pop*


"Penny for your thoughts?"


Snapped out of his memories Hiro blushed again and looked away.


"If you keep doing that I'm just going to keep kicking you. Now come on, fess up, you still thinking about your little venture north of the border?" she asked with a teasing smirk.


It took a moment for her words to sink in and him figure out just what she was implying.


This of course brought on yet another blush.


"N-no! I wasn't thinking about that!" he retorted, perhaps a little too loud as he noticed several people sitting around them were now staring at him. Shifting his focus back to GoGo, who was giving him a *very* doubtful look, he decided it would be in his best interest to just tell her the truth. She couldn't tease him that way.


He hopped.


"I was thinking, back when we were at Freds," he started, and noticed her expression change to one more pensive as she looked over him to the entrance.


"What about it?"


Giving a small half hearted chuckle, he tried to muster up a grin as he continued. "Remember the prototype armor I made you and Wasabi?"


Quirking an eyebrow she nodded.


"I still can't believe I made such a stupid mistake," Hiro said with a small chuckle. Just another mistake he'd made, another for the record books he thought morbidly.


While she couldn't tell what was going through his head, there was something about that last comment that bothered her.


"Wouldn't say it was that big of a deal. In fact, I'm not that surprised, most of us would have made it too," she offered.


"Oh come on, there is no way any of you...well, except maybe Fred would make that kind of a mistake," Hiro amended.


Snorting, GoGo shook her head. "First of all, Fred would have had us out there wearing yellow and blue spandex with twenty foot long capes." Glad to see the small smile on Hiro's face, she continued. "Second, me and Wasabi both deal with mechanical stuff all the time, and even through Honey Lemon is a chem student, all three of us would have made it for the same reason you did."


Seeing that she had his attention, she went in for the kill.


"Everything we do has to be exactly measured, perfect. If one of my minimag's is a millimeter out of alignment, my bike's chain would lock up and I'd do a face plant. Trust me, I've done it a few times so I know."


"Wait...what?"


"Hiro, we're students, we make mistakes all the time. Everyone does. Honey Lemon's flooded the Nerd Lab with so many chemicals that it's a miracle we're not all yellow armadillo's yet. The first time Wasabi fired up his plasma field the containment grid was out of alignment and it cut my first bike in half. Hell Tadashi set the lab on fire."


Cringing at her oversight and mentioning his brother and fire of all things in the same sentence, she was surprised to see a pair of wide eyes and a gaping jaw looking at her instead of a depressed turtle.


"No, way. I don't believe you."


Pulling out her phone, she made a quick search before handing it over to the teen.


If it was possible, Hiro's eyes would have become even wider.


There, in the picture was the Nerd Lab. It was difficult to tell if there had been any actual damage however as the entire room was covered in a thick layer of foam.


Leaning over the table, she slid the image aside to show another picture, this time of Tadashi standing in front of several firemen and school staff. Sliding that picture over revealed one of Fred wearing the foam like a beard.


"Can, I, uh?"


"Sure, nothing in there too bad. Only have a few more pics from that night though."


Sliding the picture aside brought up one of Fred and Honey Lemon making snow angles in the foam covered floor, and sliding that picture aside showed one of the duo making a snowman out of foam.


On Wasabi's lab bench.


The picture after that showed a very irate Wasabi chasing the two around the lab, which was followed by a video clip. Curious, Hiro played it and was surprised to find a short loop of Wasabi chasing Fred and Honey Lemon, only to slip on the foam and fall flat on his back.


"What, happened? I mean, with the lab?"


Taking back her phone, GoGo popped another bubble.


"Tadashi had just started on," pausing GoGo changed her wording at the last second, not wanting to bring up more bad memories than she had to, "his project, and set his soldering iron down on something Honey Lemon had given him. It caught fire and when he tried to put it out things just got...worse."


Seeing that Hiro was curious, she chuckled and had to push back a light blush of her own. She wasn't exactly the social type, and the few people she didn't find to be outright annoying were too easily intimidated. That was something Hiro shared with his late brother, wary of her, but not afraid.


"Honey has this little tradition where she makes a sweater for every new student that comes to the Nerd Lab."


"Makes them? You mean like knits them?"


GoGo nodded. "Knits, crochets, sews and stitches, you name it. She makes the ugliest most gaudy things you've ever seen and gives them out after the first week. Turns out its her own little way of testing people, at least I think."


"You think?"


GoGo leaned to one side, then the other before pursing her lips.


"She's never told anyone, it's just a theory really, but I've noticed when she gives someone a sweater and they thank her for it? She's nice to them, friendly, talks their ear off. If they throw it away or refuse it she avoids them. If she see's you wearing it...well, you're basically stuck with her. There are some up sides to that though, turns out she's actually a really good cook, brings snacks and cake to the lab a few times every week. Still can't figure out where she puts all those calories though." The last part was more or less muttered under her breath, but Hiro heard it all the same and started laughing.


"So how did you figure out her 'sweater test' exactly?"


Face now pointing down to hide the slight blush of embarrassment, GoGo pushed it aside just as quickly as it appeared.


"When she handed them out my year, I was the only person who actually took it. When I noticed she avoided everyone else in the lab from my year it just sort of clicked."


Hiro eyed her, curiosity switching over to suspicion.


"You kept it?" When she nodded in response he asked what anyone would have in his shoes.


"Why?"


Though it seemed to catch her off guard.


"What do you mean why?"


Hiro held his hand out towards her before responding. "I barely know you, but it's kind of hard to imagine you wearing something like an ugly Christmas sweater, at least willingly."


"Smart kid," GoGo thought to herself before popping another bubble.


"It was raining, and I was cold."


Hiro snickered at her admission.


"So you have no problem flying down the streets and driving into the harbor, but a little cold bothers you?"


"Cocky little-" stopped short, GoGo blinked. Where was this coming from? Thinking back she couldn't recall him ever being-


That made her blink again.


Aside from when he first met her and the others, the only other time she could really say Hiro was nervous or unsure of himself was before his demonstration at the expo. Those two instances aside...


Memories from the dock, Hiro's insisting that he and Baymax could take Yokai, after their 'splashdown' in the harbor, at Fred's home, in Fred's workshop, the island, the bunker, even at the Krei building, during all of it Hiro might not have kept his cool, but she couldn't recall him ever actually being afraid.


"Now THAT is interesting." Filing her new realization away for later, she schooled her features and gave Hiro a withering glare. "Let's see just what this kid is made of."


"Hiro, have you ever had to wear a soaking wet leather jacket or pants before?"


Seeing him shake his head in response, she leaned forward on the table and looked him dead in the eye.


"Wet leather itches, chafes, and it sticks to you all at the same time. Then when it starts drying it gets hard, stiff as a diving board. You can barely walk, and you do *not* want to sit down because that just makes it dig in and ride up even more. Imagine having the worlds itchiest wedgy riding up your ass while wearing a coat made out of sandpaper. Does that sound like fun to you?"


The red tinged teen took a moment before shaking his head *no*.


"Now keep in mind that it was very cold and I was very wet. Then out of the blue pops this bubbly blonde with a giant fuzzy wool sweater. What do you think I did?"


When Hiro didn't answer her she did for him.


"I took it, threw off my jacket, pulled it on and huddled next to the lab's heater for an hour."


Hiro coughed in his hand.


"So you don't like the cold? I guess that explains why you were so ticked at Fred when you thought he was joking about where he lived."


"I was born and grew up in Japan, it's called the land of the rising sun for a reason."


The look of bewilderment on Hiro's face caught her off guard, enough so that she looked behind her in case there was something going on she hadn't noticed. Looking back at Hiro she found him looking exactly the same as he did when she looked away, but then his gaze drifted to the walls, then back to her.


"So that's why you came here?"


"Huh?" For once it was GoGo's turn to be out of the loop.


"This restaurant, I was trying to figure out why you came here," Hiro explained before adding "I didn't know you were Japanese."


"Watashi wa, Nihon iesu de umaretaga, watashi no ryōshin wa kangokujindesu shita."


Hiro blinked.


"What?"


"I said that I was born in Japan, but my parents are Korean," she translated, barely stopping herself from mentioning her surprise that Hiro couldn't speak the language when his brother did.


"So you can speak English and Japanese? Wow, I flunked Spanish three times before giving up on it, probably would have graduated a year sooner if I hadn't bothered taking it."


GoGo nodded. "I can also speak Korean, but not as fluently. As for why I decided to come here, it's where we use to hang out and go for lunch. Wasabi use to work here, and Honey Lemon roped me into this little game her and Tadashi played on him."


"Lord what's wrong with me? I'm trying to get him to open up and I keep bringing up his brother."


Though he did pause, it was only for a moment, then of course he asked exactly what anyone else in his shoes would have.


"What kind of game?"


Thankful that he didn't seem to be dwelling on her faux pa, she thanked her lucky stars and rolled with it.


"Well, back when Wasabi was working here, he was just starting out as a chef. And Benito's has a policy of letting customers customize their meals. So we'd come down here when we knew he was on the clock and deliberately order random or weird stuff to give him a hard time."


Hiro blinked.


"Uhh...isn't Wasabi like, your friend?"


*Pop*


"Mostly, yeah, but it was our way of taking a little revenge for him always being so uptight around the lab." She could tell from his expression that she needed to back that up a little. Sure it sounded awful one sided, but Hiro hadn't been there for what she and the others had endured.


"Look, I know it sounds bad, but you have no idea how bad Wasabi use to be. He's still bad, but at least now its limited to his lab station. He'd go around putting up anything and everything he saw that wasn't 'where it's suppose to be' even if you had just put it down. And if that wasn't bad enough, he'd wait till everyone left and reorganize their stuff if it wasn't the way he thought it should be."


"Why on earth would he do that?" He was curious, though she could see Hiro wasn't completely on her and the others side just yet.


"Because he's a pessimistic OCD perfectionist Hiro. That's why his plasma grid was off and it cut my prototype in half the first time he fired it up. He had it perfectly aligned, but he hadn't taken into account how unstable plasma is when he made the thing. It's not like working with lasers, they don't stay consistent unless your power source is continuous. And good luck finding an AC generator with that kind of output."


"But why is that such a bad thing? I mean, I saw the lab, I would think having someone that's willing to do all the cleanup for you would be like, awesome," Hiro commented, remembering all the times his aunt had nagged him to clean up his side of the room.


"I told you, he'd reorganize it his way. You have any idea how annoying it is when you have your own system and someone goes and changes it? I have my spanners organized based on how often I need to use them. Out of the entire set? That's like, three of them, four if I have to tinker with the drive train. Mister neat freak? He organizes them by size, metric and standard merged. I tried putting electrical tape around the handles of the ones I actually needed, but he'd just peel it off and scrub the glue so they all looked like a matching set again. He'd even take your discs and organize them based on how much space was left on them, and don't even get me started about what he would do to your laptop if you didn't lock it when you weren't using it."


"Uh...yeah, I guess that would be kind of annoying."


Raising an eyebrow GoGo shot the younger teen a look of profound befuddlement.


"Kind of annoying? It's really annoying. How would you like it if someone reorganized your workshop?"


Mentally cursing, GoGo swore she was going to get a C.A.T scan or an M.R.I as soon as she could. It just wasn't like her to make this many screw ups.


"Not like you really have a lot of experience when it comes to talking with people," part of her brain reminded her.


Hiro's reaction was a shrug.


"Wouldn't know, if I even had a workshop, which I don't now, I probably wouldn't care since I don't organize anything unless I have to."


"Sarcastic little thing isn't he?"


She knew it was wrong, but the longer they talked, the more and more she found herself comparing Hiro to his deceased brother. Doing so however she was quickly beginning to see that there was no comparison between the two.


While Tadashi was mild, laid back, thoughtful, patient and always polite, there had been a few occasions she could recall that Tadashi proved more than capable of witty banter. It took very specific circumstances to goad it out of him however. Those instances aside and not counting accidents or emergencies he was the poster child of calm and in control, very little in the way of extremes.


Hiro on the other hand was just the opposite. He was focused, energetic, spontaneous and snarky, or he was withdrawn, quiet and evasive. Always one extreme or the other, it was enough to label him as bipolar were it not for one simple fact. The change between the two 'faces' wasn't random, it didn't happen out of the blue or for no reason. It depended entirely on who he was around. Around strangers he was the shrinking recluse, while around people he was comfortable with he was the Snark Knight.


Her mind replayed their ride here on her bike.


"No, that's not true either. He was terrified when we first started, but then he calmed down. So it's more than just who he is around, it's what they are doing."


Seeing him scratch under his chin, something stood out, something small, but again different, at least from Tadashi, and by extension Wasabi and Fred.


"Hiro, are you left handed?"


The action was small, something that people did every day, minor and insignificant, but GoGo knew it was also a tell.


"Yeah, why?"


"So that explains it...well, some of it."


"You mean you don't know about lefties?"


Brow drawn together in thought, he shook his head. "Noooo, not really, just a pain when you're trying to find tools or playing sports."


"It's why you flunked Spanish...and probably why you didn't care about Wasabi's OCD-ness."


"Huh?"


"Left handed people use the right side of their brain."


"Yeah,so ? Everyone knows that. Left uses right, right uses left, they teach that in normal grade school."


"Language and motor skills are on the left side of the brain."


"Oh." Hiro blinked.


"Wait, how do you know so much about the brain? I thought you were in engineering?"


"Mechanical and Industrial engineering, I'm double majoring," GoGo fired back with more than a small touch of pride.


At this point the waitress returned with their drinks, and asked if they were ready to order. GoGo, having been here many times knew exactly what she wanted.


"Yeah, I'll have the shrimp and vegetable tempura, and a side of coleslaw." As the waitress wrote down her order Hiro realized that he hadn't actually had time to look through the menu, having spent the entire time talking to GoGo.


"And you?"


"Uhhhh...you have anything spicy?"


The waitress eyed him doubtfully before turning his menu to the back page.


Hiro had to admit that he was both surprised and impressed with the variety the place had. He noticed the restaurant's name at the top of the menu 'Benito's Burgers and Bistro' before glancing down at the 'Hot and Spicy' section, which to his disappointment was actually pretty small.


"Grand Phoenix Sesame Burger? How big is that?"


The waitress rolled her eyes. "Bigger than you could handle."


GoGo face palmed. Hiro was falling hook line and sinker for the oldest trick in the book. Tell a guy something was too much for him and he'd jump off a cliff to prove them wrong.


"I'll give it a shot," Hiro fired back smugly.


Once the waitress was out of hearing range GoGo gave Hiro a look of disappointment.


"You do realize she just played you right?"


"I know she was trying to play me, but it's the hottest thing they've got. Besides if I can't finish it I'll just brown bag it for dinner."


Quirking an eyebrow GoGo smirked.


*Pop*


"Mind telling me how you plan to hold that bag riding on my bike?"


Opening his mouth to speak, but pausing, Hiro tried to figure out just how he could do such a thing.


Smirking, GoGo held her hands up to her chest. "I'll save you some trouble, despite what you might think, these here? Are not handles."


Hiro's face flushed red as she popped another bubble. This of course had GoGo laughing.


Once she pulled herself together, she was surprised to find Hiro looking at her with a smile of his own.


"You *do* know that I'm going to get you back for that right?"


Now smirking GoGo leaned with her elbows on the table. "Oh is that so? Tell me, is that a threat little man?"


Hiro's smile didn't change in the least.


"Nope, just a friendly warning," acting as though he was checking his fingernails, Hiro tilted his head slightly.


GoGo snorted, but before she could say anything their food had arrived.


"Wow, that...that's faster than most drive through's," Hiro muttered as his and GoGo's meals were set out.


Giving his soup bowl sized burger the once over, he could tell it was *far* from face melting spicy, but if it was good enough he wouldn't be too disappointed. Glancing up he noticed GoGo's smirk.


"What?"


"There is no way you are eating that entire thing. It's bigger than your stomach."


"You really don't think I can eat this?"


"No more than I think you could beat Honey Lemon in an arm wrestling match."


Nodding slowly, Hiro retrieved his wallet.


"Care to put some money on that call?" Hiro put down a twenty.


"What? So you can scarf and stuff the thing then barf on my back when I make a turn? No thanks."


Hiro put down a second twenty.


"I can eat the entire thing, and I won't throw up as long as you don't pop any wheelies."


"There is no way you can-" Hiro put down another twenty.


Holding her hands up, GoGo stopped him. "Okay, alright, I believe you, but I'm not betting. I'm not taking your money."


Hiro put another twenty down.


Eyeing the small stack of twenties, then Hiro, GoGo felt a familiar smirk spread across her face.


"Okay, you're on, let's see what you got. You throw up before you're inside the Lucky Cat you lose, keep it down, you win."


Hiro surprised her by holding out his hand.


"Hmm?"


"Shake on it."


Smirk shifting to a smile, GoGo took his hand and the two gave a firm shake.


Stan's Soap Box


Face Front, True Believers! Time for some more questions from our readers! Last chapter was a turning point, FIFTY reviews, I'm simply astounded, thank you, thank you all for taking the time to read and review my story. I've started posting on DA and AO3 as well, though it gets nowhere near the traffic. You guys are the reason I keep going and keep working, so thank you again!


Urazz chapter 5 . Feb 5: Rofl...Figures Hiro would accidently grope Gogo while freaking out a bit about her taking on a high speed motorcycle ride. The motorcycle ride with Gogo was similar in my opinion to when he was first flying around with Baymax where he was freaking out at first and then enjoying it as time went on.


This does get me thinking that Hiro himself is a bit of an adrenaline junkie himself or at least will have the potential to be one if his bot fighting (and the consequences are any indication) and enjoying flying with Baymax are any indication. I can definitely see Hiro and Gogo pretty much going out routinely doing stuff like that.


In your reply to Naflah, you mentioned how it's going to take some time before they are an actual couple. I agree, though any good relationship in any story takes time and has some good buildup for it. You could probably get around this a bit by doing a time skip in my opinion. Though I would suggest only doing something like that when their relationship grows to a certain point and it'll stay at that point for awhile. For example, you could do a timeskip when Hiro and Gogo have become good friends with the occasional flirting/teasing from Gogo and then do a timeskip to the point where their relationship is about to become romantic.


Well, it was an accident (this time lol) but to anyone that thinks it was just a random event, I'll point out a specific review GoGo's bike has received (yes its a real bike!) "Acceleration unlike anything most people have ever experienced, we say most as there are a handful of people out there who have piloted the SR-71 Blackbird." So Hiro's fear and reaction is a bit easier to understand knowing this lol. I *did* use his first flight as a guide though, you were right on the nose with that, sharp eyes! While afraid at first he found himself enjoying the experience once he realized he wasn't going to die.


While not an adrenaline junkie like GoGo, Hiro is a thrill seeker and he loves to have fun, he also loves a good challenge. Now combine Hiro's love of tinkering with GoGo's speed junkie tendencies and you have quite a bit of fun to be had.


As for time skips, there will be a number of these used, but even with them it's STILL going to take time. This is due to the number of ideas I have for this story that I want to use. I already have five arcs planned for after this arc. Some will be longer, others shorter. If you need an idea for the span of time that's going to pass check out my other fic 'Family Is', which offers small glimpses into the future of Heroes Rising. The time skips will occur between arcs ;)


Naflah chapter 5 . Feb 5: Yes! You sure gave me a little taste in this chapter. And again, i thanked you for answering my review and for the HiroGo part! X3 You make Naflah so happy!


Hahaha, glad you enjoyed it, and I hope you enjoyed the little taste I gave in this chapter ;)


Mark chapter 5 . Feb 6: Ok! I want to see Stan Lee whoop some gov ass xD haha idk. Though I hope there's some super hero action and the city realizes the abilities and good Big Hero 6 can do!
Can't wait for more Hiro and GoGo fluff! Will she tell him her real name?


Stan *might* get to see some action, I haven't decided yet on that actually. I do have a few ideas in mind but if you mean the 'Adventures of Stan and Fred' they are purely for humor, there wont be any fighting...well, aside against the injustices of overeager meter maids and aluminum siding perhaps. I can put one fear to rest however, there *WILL* be super hero action, MORE than you could imagine. This IS a Marvel property after all, so there are going to be some guests and familiar faces. HiroGo fluff is abound as well as this chapter hopefully proved. Lastly in regards to her real name? You'll just have to wait and see ;)


Guest chapter 2 . Feb 10: Shit this is good. That character devepolment. You really have to keep going now I wanna see it ALL!


(By the way, spelling/grammar mistake: it's not *un*sincere, it's *in*sincere. IT'S INSINCERE!)


Glad you have enjoyed the story so far Guest, and I'm glad you think the character development is good, and of course I'm glad to hear that you want me to keep going ^^. As for the (un)sincere line was not a spelling/grammar error, it was my attempting to paint a verbal picture of GoGo's expression. She is what I like to call 'sneaky snarky'. GoGo is for the most part very blunt and direct, but she had a bit of a sassy streak to her when she's having fun. Since I suck at drawing and write this instead of draw it as a comic, I have to make due with what I have. Still I'm glad you are enjoying this and I hope you'll continue to read and review in the future!


That's all for now, but be sure to pick up your next issue when they hit the stands! Until then, always remember, Excelsior!


Issue #7
Chapter Summary


After the defeat of the Yokai, life returns to normal for the people of San Fransokyo. But how long can it remain that way? A story of life and death, discovery and defeat, young love and loss, watch as this group of (not so) normal collage students are thrown into a new world, one of their own creation.


"Greetings true believers and welcome to the exciting world of the Big Hero 6! Last time our intrepid hero's began their Amazing-Not-A-Date! While things began awkwardly and uncomfortable for both parties, tensions soon eased and both were able to take their first steps towards a better tomorrow. Starting with embarrassing stories about their friends and relatives, and then themselves. What awaits this dynamic duo's future? What problems lay ahead? What-"


"-in the name of Sam Hill is that!"


Pausing his monolog, Stan looked in the direction his son was pointing only a moment too late.


The two jetpack wearing heroes soon found themselves trapped in a massive spider web spun in the middle of the city between two large buildings.


"Impossible! I sold him! He can't be here! He's Sony's problem now!"


"Who? Dad! What's going onuuuuch!"


Turning to see where the small blast of energy had come from, Fred's eyes widened.


"...Wow."


Hovering before him was what could only be described as a blond Amazon in a black form fitting suit with a yellow lightning bolt running down the front that covered plenty but left nothing to the imagination. Before he could say anything his mouth was webbed shut as a familiar red and blue costumed hero landed beside him.


"Everyone gets one Fred."


Seeing the questioning look in his eyes the web spinner leaned closer. "Trust me, she can go toe to two with the Hulk and kick his ass, you do not want to piss off Miss Marvel. I just saved you a life time of needing a straw to use the bathroom."


Moving from Fred to his father, the large reflective eyes of the mask narrowed.


"Now, about these puns you've been making. I have some friends that would like a word with you, but first, about that little deal between you and Mr. Belgrad. I'd like to have my contract...renegotiated."


Disclaimer: I do not own Big Hero 6, not even the DVD (yet but I will in five days!)


Though it had taken only a few minutes to finish her meal, GoGo found that she was actually enjoying her and her young companion's outing. After the bet had been made, she just knew that Hiro was going to scarf down as much of his burger as possible, cramming it down his throat without even bothering to chew like a half starved duck.


Or like Fred on any given day.


But, as seemed to be the case when it came to anything involving the younger Hamada brother, he surprised her.


Calm and relaxed, he didn't seem to be in any hurry as he ate his own lunch. Sure, his mouth was open as wide as it could get for each individual bite, but that was just so he could actually take a bite from the thing. Even when he talked as he ate (something she despised) it wasn't to reveal a large half chewed mass of undetermined origin. Rather he somehow managed to stuff the entire thing into one cheek before speaking, like a giant hamster or chipmunk, she actually though it was kind of cute.


"So, what is with this place?" he asked, pausing to wash down another bite of the oversized burger.


"What is with this place?" she asked, not quite following.


"Yeah, I mean, you know. WHY is there a Japanese themed burger joint in the middle of China Town? It's kind of...weird."


GoGo shook her head at the question, remembering how last year she had asked the exact same thing, and how Tadashi, Honey Lemon and Fred hadn't had a clue either. The only difference being they had never even noticed. Fortunately Wasabi did have an explanation. Though she wasn't about to tell him that.


"Ohhhh, that, yeah, it's really complicated."


"Really?" Setting down his burger and looking around with wide eyes, he cast a glance back her way.


With a crude snort turning into a chuckle, GoGo flashed him a grin. "Neh, not really. It's actually pretty smart when you think about it. This use to be a noodle place, like the other ten we passed coming here you know?" Seeing Hiro nod she continued. "Well it wasn't exactly doing very well, not quite going out of business bad, but it wasn't exactly bringing in the money. So the manager apparently went out one day and noticed how there was always one Japanese or Chinese place in every strip mall or every row of fast food joints. One, just one, not ten, not twenty, just one." Hiro nodded again so she continued. "He decided to try and do the same thing here, but the other way around."


"Huh?"


"He made his place into something different, similar, but different enough that people would notice it. First it was just traditional Japanese food, but he made so much after the first year he was able to buy out his neighbors on each side and expand."


"You're joking."


GoGo shook her head.


"He made that much in a year?" When GoGo nodded, he asked the only question that came to mind.


"How?"


"What do you mean how?"


"I mean HOW?" Taking a bite from his burger and another mouthful of soda to wash it down he continued. "I mean, don't get me wrong, this thing is good...okay it's really good, almost as good as Aunt Cass's, just, nowhere near as hot. I don't even know why they have it listed under hot and spicy, because it's not. But even with food this good, how on earth did he make enough in a year to buy out two other businesses?"


"Because a lot of people apparently really liked his food," GoGo offered before adding, "You do know that willingly doing the same thing every day without question *is* the definition of insanity right? Change is good, change is nice."


"Change is never good," Hiro countered, taking a particularly large bite from his burger.


"That's not true, change can be bad, I'll give you that, but it can also be good, even when it's bad."


Hiro's previously falling smile was now replaced by a mild glare.


"...damn it, what the hell is wrong with me?!" GoGo was mentally about to bash her head in with a tire iron when another thought popped up. It wasn't much, not enough to blot out her blunder, but it would give Hiro something else to think about.


"Look, remember when I told you about my little run in with the police?" Hiro sighed but nodded. "Well, if I had never been caught, and never got arrested, I never would have gotten into SFIT, I never would have met you, and we wouldn't be here right now."


Hiro blinked, and stared at her.


"Yeah, hard to believe isn't it? Shoot, if I had never been arrested I'd still be back in Japan, probably boosting rich kid's cars and selling them to chop shops." "Or dead in a ditch somewhere," she added mentally.


"Sooo, you really were arrested? That wasn't just you pulling my chain?"


Moving her finger over her chest she shook her head to one side. "Cross my heart and hope to die, I've got a rap sheet as long as a roll of toilet paper, and that's just the stuff they actually caught me doing." Knowing she had Hiro's attention she couldn't help but lean forward and toss him a nugget to chew on. "I got away with a lot more than I got caught for."


She could see Hiro looking her over again, like many before him. Unlike the leers and gazes she saw or felt over the years this one was full of doubt, not want. When his eyes finally met hers, she didn't blink, she didn't look away, she didn't even move. Calmly and coolly she met his eyes with her own, holding them until he blinked.


Licking his lips, Hiro looked back down to his burger deep in thought. He remembered back at the docks, when she had pushed Wasabi aside and took the wheel to get them away from Callaghan she hadn't just stepped on the gas and ignored every stoplight in their path. With the exception of Baymax (who was a robot) and Fred (who was...well, Fred) they had all be scared stupid, even his little act of bravery and claim that Baymax could handle the situation was half misguided stupidity and half lying through his teeth. But she had kept her cool and acted without pause or question to get them out of there, she saved their lives.


"But if what she is saying is true, then...she's a criminal?" He tried to picture her doing anything remotely illegal, but aside from street racing or ignoring traffic laws, he just couldn't see it.


"Maybe she's just teasing?" Remembering the look he had just seen in her eyes shot that idea down. "She saved us, helped us, she was the first one to agree with my idea of us being super heroes, she-" Hiro's heart stopped when he remembered how she had been the first to try and stop him, then Baymax when he had removed the bots Healthcare chip, the first to chew him out for trying to kill Callaghan, and then the only one to comfort him when they returned and found him in his aunts garage.


Strong, courageous and honorable were the first words that came to mind when he thought about her, followed by comforting, caring, and protective. He just couldn't picture the young woman he had met that day, who welcomed him to the Nerd Lab as a hardened criminal.


His musings were cut short when he felt a pair of hands take his from across the other side of the table. Looking up he could see she was leaning down to his level.


"Hiro, like I said, good changes can come from bad things. If you had known me three years ago, you wouldn't recognize me now; I was a completely different person back then." Letting go of his hands and drawing back to her side she shook her head with a sigh. "I did a *lot* of things back then that I'm not proud of, and I made a lot of mistakes, but...I won't lie...I did have a lot of fun doing them."


"Why?"


Hiro jumped at the sound of his own crackling voice. It had been a thought, but not one he intended to voice. Here she was opening up and telling him things he could tell bothered her just from how she was acting, the way her voice grew thick the more she talked. But rather than just listen he had to go and open his big mouth.


"Why did I do it?" Sighing, GoGo sank into herself ever so slightly, though it didn't escape his attention. "Because I...because we needed the money at the time. As bad as you had it growing up, and I'm not selling you short here, you had it a lot easier than I did when I was your age. Japan isn't the most…accepting of countries, especially for someone like me."


Several long minutes of silence passed between them after that. Finally it was GoGo who broke the uncomfortable cloud that hung over them.


"I can't say that I know what you are feeling or going through, not completely...but I do know how it feels to have something taken away from you, and just...how appealing it is to take something back for yourself," raising her eyes to meet his she continued, "You feel like you deserve it, that you aren't doing anything wrong," her eyes lost their focus and were no longer looking at Hiro, but through him. "You're just taking back what is yours, making things fair, even." Closing her eyes she took a deep breath. "But after awhile, you don't even care anymore, it's not about what is fair, it's about what you want."


A slight chuckle passed from her coupled with a wistful smile. "But like I said, that was another time, another me. A lot has changed since then, and I'm glad it did."


"What, you know, changed? Just getting arrested made you change your mind?"


Taking another deep breath, GoGo shook her head. "No, not by a long shot. I...maybe one day I'll tell you the whole story, but I'd really rather not talk too much about then, if you don't mind. To be honest, I don't like thinking about how I use to be, what I use to be like. I still love to go fast, and I'm still plenty stubborn, but, that's about all I have in common with what I use to be...who I use to be. I'm...happier now," she admitted with a small smile. Turning her attention back to him, she tilted her head slightly.


"What about you?"


"Me? Uh, I only got arrested once."


GoGo's eyes widened for a moment, then turned to a smirk.


"Nice try, you almost had me there," she chuckled. "Have to give you credit though, solid ten out of ten for an ice breaker."


Hiro's face went blank.


"Uh, I really *did* get arrested once, the same night I met you and everyone else actually."


Brow drawing together it was GoGo's turn to give the young man a closer look. As brilliant as he might have been, she knew he couldn't tell a lie to save his life.


"Sooo, what, something happened and you got arrested after you left?"


Hiro shook his head.


"No, it was before actually. I was...well, hustling some bot fights, and kinda got into a little trouble," Hiro paused to take another bite from his burger. "Long story short, Tadashi's moped can outright a pissed off fat guy and his goons, but not a dozen police cruisers. Not that he would have even tried," he added bitterly.


"Wait, you're telling me that you and Tadashi were arrested?"


Hiro nodded, keeping his attention focused on the half eaten burger in his hands.


"Everything always goes back to Tadashi in the end doesn't it?" he thought with a sigh. It had been months, but no matter where he looked, what he did or who he talked to, everything always went back to his brother.


"So what happened?"


"What do you mean what happened?"


"I mean what happened, come on kid you can't leave me hanging, Tadashi never told any of us about this. Mister Goody-Two-Shoes, Ultra Square of the universe, actually got arrested?"


Though just thinking about his brother still felt like an ice pick being driven in his heart, there was a tiny part of Hiro that could see why GoGo found this so interesting. In her own words, he was a goody two shoes, not just a 'good guy' or 'nice guy' but someone who followed every rule, law, or command he was given. Not as someone who was afraid to break a law or a few rules, but someone that believed in them whole heartedly. He had known his brother for his entire life but couldn't recall a single time he had actually done anything to get into any sort of trouble unless it was because of him.


GoGo hadn't known him for anywhere near as long, but like anyone who spent five minutes talking to him she knew the kind of person he was.


So the idea of Tadashi getting arrested would have grabbed the attention of anyone who knew him personally.


"After we were caught, along with almost everyone else that was at the fight, they locked us up. Since they only had two cells and I was the only minor, I got one for myself while everyone else got crammed into the other cell," Hiro explained.


"Everyone else? How many people did they tag?" GoGo asked, her eyes narrowed slightly and her lips in a small grin.


"I don't know, forty, fifty maybe?"


Eyes and mouth now open wide; it was her turn to stare.


"No, uh uh, you're exaggerating."


Hiro chuckled and shook his head. "No I'm not, I'm totally serious. It was a huge fight that night; Yama came out of retirement and was offering double down for anyone that could beat him."


"Yama?" GoGo asked, not recognizing the name.


"He's like, this urban legend almost for bot fighters. The guy was undefeated for almost ten years and made a living from bot fights. But he just kind of disappeared a few years ago, no one knew why, but once a year or so he comes out and people from all over California try to see how they measure up against him."


"And, what, you looked up to him too?"


Hiro''s eyes scrunched together.


"No, I just wanted to see if I could beat him. And after I did was when the cops showed up."


GoGo's lips pursed for a moment as she watched Hiro take several more bites from his burger.


"You just wanted to beat him?" she finally asked, breaking the silence that was trying to creep in again.


Hiro nodded to reply rather than speak.


"Was he the reason you got into bot fighting?"


Eyes scrunched together once more Hiro shook his head.


"Nope, got into it because it was fun, I didn't learn about him till that night actually. I'd only been bot fighting for..." pausing to count on his fingers he then continued "eight, maybe nine months? I was only five when he retired, so he was kind of old news by the time I got into it."


"But why illegal bot fighting? You know there are all sorts of school sponsored bot fights, and hobby clubs, nerd circles. Were you saving the money up for something? Someone?" she ventured.


Now giving her a very curious look, Hiro stayed silent for a good minute before responding.


"Whats up with the twenty questions? You're starting to sound like Tadashi."


The remark hit hard, but more from the realization of how her questions must have seemed from his perspective than anything else.


"I'm just curious; most people get into that kind of stuff because they need the money, like I did. But like I said, after awhile...it starts to change." Though it was only a sliver, she could see a hint of curiosity of his own flickering within his judging eyes.


Sighing she shook her head. "I started out small time, wallet and purse snatching, but then I moved up to more...expensive things. I never actually broke into anyone's home but eventually I was stealing cars, and then I was racing them. We really were in a tight spot when I started out, but I was making enough in one night to last us for months. Still, I kept going out; kept looking for a bigger payday, needed a stronger rush...I just kind of...lost myself in it all. I told you, I really did enjoy myself then, but you? There actually are ways to enjoy what you do that are legal."


Hiro snorted, surprising her.


"Tried it, well, most of it. I was going through grades as fast as I could just to get out of high school, so I never bothered with them. But I did try out at the clubs and some hobby groups."


"And?"


"And I creamed them. Had an entire closet full of trophies, ribbons, and certificates before the cops took everything. It was too easy, no challenge."


"No challenge? Hiro, I might not be into robotics, but I know plenty of people at SFIT who are, and I've seen what most of their bots can do."


"Yeah? So have I, like I said no challenge. Most of them use saws, claws, or hammers, predictable and pathetically easy to get around. Clubs and hobby groups, they bot fight for fun, but gamblers? They fight for money, more incentive to win."


Slowly but surely GoGo was starting to get a better picture of just who Hiro Hamada was. And the more she saw, the more it hurt.


Similar, yet different.


"Hiro doesn't care about money, and he doesn't want recognition or even respect, he's just bored, looking for something to challenge him." As she had said, there were legal ways for Hiro to enjoy his fascination and skills in robotics. The problem was he didn't have anyone or anything to push him to his limits. It was pretty easy to see just why Tadashi brought Hiro to the Nerd Lab that night. Just as had been the case with her, lacking any real challenge she went looking for one, and combined with her families situation it lead her down a very dangerous path.


The same one Hiro was taking.


"So after you got out, Tadashi brought you to the Nerd Lab to show you a legal way to challenge yourself?"


Hiro chuckled and shook his head.


"Actually, after Aunt Cass came and got us, I was going to go back out and hit another bot fight..."


*Pop*


Looking up Hiro was surprised to see for the first time GoGo's bubble had popped unintentionally, the pink mass plastered all over the bottom half of her face.


Of course he found this combined with her dumbfounded expression hilarious and started laughing.


Ignoring his laughs and taking the time to clean her face, GoGo's thoughts were running a mile a minute by this particular little revelation.


"He's THAT reckless? He just got arrested and he was going to go back out AGAIN the same night?!" Though at the same time she had to admit the kid had a larger pair of stones than quite a few guys she knew, the fact remained, Hiro had a serious problem. "He was sneaking out, probably every night, and still bored out of his head. Now he's locked himself up in that room and..." As much as she hated to think it, Hiro's depression was actually a good thing in one respect; it was keeping him in check. Tadashi had lived under the same roof and hadn't been able to keep an eye on Hiro, or even really direct him, it was depression, mother nature's Prozac that finally did the trick.


"This isn't good. Without Tadashi around Hiro doesn't have anyone that could actually direct him. He's got some sense in him now, but he's going to start getting bored eventually, and now with all this crap going on he's got a fair bit of anger to go along with it." Eventually she was brought out of her musings when she realized that Hiro was talking.


"-was annoyed that he tricked me, but it did work I guess. I mean, yeah, I wanted to attend after meeting you, uh guys and...Professor Callaghan." Hiro groaned. "It's just not fair, everything was going to be good for once, and all of, that had to happen. Why is it always me? Did I piss off the god of bad luck or something?"


Their conversation was interrupted by a chirp from GoGo's phone, something that surprised even her given how few people knew her number.


From: Fred


Hey GoGo. I told you I would help with that project of ours. Got some big news, will swing by later. Expect food.


Reading the message over, something in the back of her mind was screaming at her that something was very wrong. It wasn't until she read the message for a fourth time that she picked up on just what it was.


"No shorthand, no abbreviations, no leet and no exclamation points. Either this message isn't from Fred..." Her eyes widened slightly. "Or it's the most subtle warning in the history of the world," she thought.


"Something wrong?"


"Oh, uh, no, not exactly...well, sort of," she lied. "Partner for one of my projects wants to meet up this afternoon and discuss a few things."


"So, you need to get back now?" Hiro asked evenly.


GoGo was more than able to read between the lines and pick up on the well guarded disappointment.


Offering a sad smile, GoGo shrugged, knowing she had to play up the part. "Yeah, sorry about that. Real life, it always gets in the way of having a good time doesn't it?"


Hiro chuckled and nodded. "You said it. Real life, what a drag."


Gaze shifting downwards, GoGo's eyes widened when she noticed Hiro's burger.


Or rather, its absence.


Following her line of sight to his empty plate, Hiro scratched the back of his head nervously. "Uh, I was hungry?"


Now looking back at him, GoGo flashed a not so innocent smirk.


"You still have to keep it down you know." It was a statement, not a reminder. And that was what frightened him the most.


Hiro gulped.


Speeding down interstate, the pair ducked and weaved in and out of traffic same as before.


Unlike last time, Hiro was not terrified out of his mind or paralyzed with fear. They were still present, and he was still screaming at the top of his lungs, just not like before...


"WOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"


One arm secure around GoGo's waist, the other held high above his head as the younger teen let loose a series of whoops and hollers that would have made a Bigfoot Hunter proud.


For GoGo's part, she was content to enjoy Hiro's antics. It hadn't taken long for him to come around, which surprised her at first until she remembered their flights with Baymax. If she was able to bring him just a little bit of fun, help him forget everything that was going on around him for just a little bit, then she was more than happy to share her private escape from the world with him.


But, like all good things it had to come to an end eventually. All too soon the familiar sight of the Lucky Cat was looming over them. That was when GoGo decided to have just a little fun with Hiro, and make one last effort to win their bet.


Gunning the throttle, she slammed on the breaks and veered them into a tight turn, forcing the back end of the bike to fishtail as she brought them to a stop.


She was only mildly disappointed when he jumped off the back of her bike and his arms were the only thing being thrown up.


"That, was, totally awesome!"


GoGo smirked as she popped another bubble.


"Glad you enjoyed it, I was worried there for a minute."


When he took off her helmet, it took every fiber of her being to not fall off her bike laughing at his hair.


"Worried? About what?"


"That you were going to be a total buzz kill like you were before."


"I was NOT a buzz kill," Hiro defended.


"You screamed like a little girl," she goaded.


"I did not!"


GoGo cleared her throat and coughed into her hand before letting out a high pitch (and highly accurate imitation of Hiro's) scream from before.


Hiro, now red with embarrassment was giving her a half glare half pout. "I didn't sound like that...and I wasn't afraid."


Climbing off her bike and approaching him, GoGo tilted her head to one side and raised an eyebrow.


"Really?"


"Yes, really!"


"You're sure?"


"Yes! Yes I am sure! I wasn't scared!"


"So everything you did, and said, including the screaming was on purpose? Not an accident or just being a wuss?"


"For the last time, YES! I wasn't afraid!"


Mentally, GoGo was shaking her head.


"Poor kid, how many times is he going to keep walking into the same trap?"


For all his intellect and for all his genius, he was painfully easy to mess with.


"So you grabbed my breast on purpose?"


"YE-! NO! No! That was an accident, I swear!"


She knew that she should feel bad for teasing him like this. But for the life of her, she just couldn't bring herself to. It had been a long time since she had this much fun teasing someone.


"So it was an accident?"


Hiro's face turned a shade of red that was almost purple, and GoGo decided to show him just a little bit of mercy.


But only a little.


"Well, you *did* pay for lunch, but I prefer a few more dates under my belt before letting anyone under my shirt like that," winking, she ruffled Hiro's hair and took back her helmet.


"S-so it was, a, um, date?"


She could hear the little twinge of hope in there, and it felt like a knife twisting in her stomach. She had completely forgotten about her earlier teasing, and the mental note to set him straight.


Setting a hand on his shoulder, she schooled her face as best she could. Normally she would have just settled him down gently, but with everything else going on she figured he could use a little something to hold to cheer him up.


"A lunch date, not a date date. Nothing personal, I'm just...not interested in a relationship right now. I've got enough on my plate between my classes and work, just no time for anything else. Besides, and trust me when I say this, I'm a really crappy girlfriend."


She saw him wilt slightly, but there was a small smile still in place.


"Sooo, I guess that means this is goodbye then?"


GoGo's eyes scrunched together at that.


"Why would you think that?"


"Well, I mean, you said that you've got a lot going on, anand I don't want to be a bother. But thanks! Thanks for, you know, today, it was a lot of fun."


"So, he's confused, disappointed, and he's going down again..."


"Hiro, I said I didn't have time for a relationship, I never said I didn't have the time to hang out with you. I had a lot of fun; honestly I had a great time. I can't drop by everyday but I can try to stop by a few times a week...if you want me to at least."


The disappointment and confusion was still there, but he didn't look anywhere near as down as he had before.


"Really?"


GoGo nodded. "Really, things are kind of busy right now, I have a lot going on, but I'll see you in a few days alright?"


Hiro's smile grew a bit more with that. Nodding, he waved and started heading back to the cafe only to pause and look over his shoulder to see her climbing onto her bike.


"Wait a minute...I won the bet!"


By the time he made this realization however the black beast was awake and breathing fire once more.


Catching sight of Hiro rushing towards her, arms waving she feared that something was wrong. But a quick glance around them revealed nothing out of the ordinary, just that same uneasy feeling of being watched from earlier. Killing the engine she pulled off her helmet and was about to get off when Hiro clamped his hands onto her forearm.


"Strong grip for a kid," she noted.


"I won the bet!"


Several moments passed before it clicked just what he meant.


"Ah, yes...yes you did, didn't you?" GoGo smiled innocently, hiding the storm of curses and swears blowing within her mind.


"Look, uh, I'll have to take a rain check on that okay? I don't have that kind of cash on me right now, so-" "I don't want your money," Hiro cut her off.


"Uh oh."


"Well, what is it you want exactly?" her tone was civil, but there was just the tiniest hint of an edge to it. The large grin Hiro was wearing did not bode well either, and she could just imagine all the thoughts running though his little teenage mind at this point.


Leaning down to her level and looking her directly in the eye, his grin shifted into a smirk.


"If he asks for a kiss, I swear I'm going to-"


"Your name."


GoGo blinked.


"Huh?"


"Your name, you said that GoGo was your nickname, but you never told me what your real name was."


Her brain was stuck between neutral and park, so it took her a moment to react to this turn of events.


She smiled. It was small, but it was there. Not a smirk, not a grin, and it was small, but it was the first honest smile she had worn in a long time.


"Ethel, Ethel Tanaka."


He seemed surprised, and honestly she had expected a similar reaction given how uncommon her name was, but at least it was only surprise and not…


"Well, it was nice getting to know you, and I had a lot of fun, so thanks, Ethel," he offered with an impish grin.


"Aaaaand there it is, I knew I shouldn't have told him."


"Oyi, you think my name's funny? You're the one named after a sandwich kid," GoGo fired back as she teasingly (at least teasingly for her) punched him in the shoulder.


"Hey! It's Hiro, not Hero!


GoGo ignored him, about to put her helmet back on, she playfully stuck her tongue at him before slipping it back on and shoowing him off with a wave of her hand.


"See you around nerd!" she called out as she brought her bike back to life and sped away from the younger teen.


Stan's Soap Box


Face Front, True Believers! It's time for some more questions from our readers! Also as I mentioned in the opening I would explain a bit more about GoGo's name, so here it is. In the comics GoGo's real name is Leiko Tanaka, but in the movie universe it's Ethel (according to her voice actress and the director apparently). When I started writing this we didn't have that little bit of information, so I went with her comic book counterpart's name. Now that we do know what her name in the movie is, I've decided to work it into the story and as part of her background. The reason for this will be explained at a later date, I promise.


Likewise to anyone who didn't already know, this story now has a companion story of sorts by the title of 'Family Is'. This story offers little hints and glimpses of the future and gives readers an idea of what's to come. In part it's like a trailer for the story to grab your attention, but it's also an insurance policy of sorts. If anything happens and I'm unable to finish this story, there is enough there to give a rough idea for how things end up, but without any major spoilers that actually tell how or why they do. I'm not going to tip my hand THAT early ;)


And now, for our readers!


RxN chapter 6 . Feb 12: I love it its awesome :D
Yea! Hirogo!
Please keep updating


Well I'm glad to hear that you love this story and that you think it is awesome, and that you are a fan of HiroGo! We've actually got a group over on DA that I'm part of as well. It's not huge but there are quite a few good pieces of artwork you can find there and a few stories as well. I'll be posting a link to it in my profile later this evening. As for updates, I'll try to keep them coming as best I can!


Urazz chapter 6 . Feb 16: Lol. I get the feeling that Gogo is going intentionally try to get Hiro to throw up. She's not going to do any wheelies like Hiro mentioned as a condition but I wouldn't pass off her doing some other extreme stunts to get the same result.


It's also nice to see how they interact as well. It's pretty much how I expect them to behave around each other and it's amusing as well. I can definitely see them having various bets with each other as part of their relationship.


Anyways, keep up the good work and I hope you release the next chapter soon.


Well, she only tried a *little* as you can see lol. I'm very happy that you and others are enjoying and approve of the way I am showing their interactions. The movie, despite its length actually gave us very little screen time of Hiro interacting with anyone other than Tadashi and Baymax. So it's a lot of guess work involved when it comes to figuring out how Hiro and anyone else would be when they interact with each other. We have some clues based on their character traits but that's about it. This is also why I am slowly introducing new characters to the story, to make sure I understand and am comfortable with whom I have before adding more to the case.


As for Hiro and GoGo's relationship and how it works out, I wish I could say more but that would be spoiling. What I can say is that I've laid down a number of clues in this chapter that should be able to give a general idea of what's to come for these two. What I can say however is that both of them are *very* competitive, and that's going to play a factor in the future.


Thanks again for reading and for taking the time to review. It might not seem like much, but you'd be surprised how often I'll log in and just read the reviews my readers have left me. No that's not gloating or pride, just a simple statement. I look for pointers or advice, anything that is brought to my attention as needing work or correction and even ideas that come my way. Other times it's just nice to have some encouragement to keep going. This story is first and foremost written for me, but I write it because I want to share it with all of you.


Well, that's all the time (and questions) we have for now. I apologize for this chapter taking longer than normal but the weather has been crazy and it's a little difficult to write when you don't have internet...or electricity. *Shakes fist at groundhog before loading shotgun* Now if you'll excuse me, I have a rather large rodent to deal with.


Until next time, Excelsior!


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!